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DAY | 


Fuck, he looks a mess. There's a bruise on one cheek and his face and neck are all scratched up. Looks like 


someone dumped him in a meat grinder. 


He shakes beneath the thin blankets of our bed Worried, glassy eyes watch me, face framed by matted and 
bloodied blonde hair. 


Balancing on the edge of the bed, | gaze at him, my heart filled with worry and my soul ebbing with the hate 
for whoever did this to my boyfriend. 


"Junior." | stretch out a hand to him but he shakes his head and buries his face in his hands, shoulders 
shaking. My precious David is heartbroken and there's not a thing he'll let me do about it. It infuriates me but 
the anger's not directed at him. What do you think | am? | wouldn't fucking hit him. I'm not a monster, not one 


that beats my own boyfriend anyway. 


Stretching on the bed, | sadly watch as he sobs. No man wants to break down in front of another dude, least 


of all their boyfriend. But David's letting rip with deep, soul killing sobs. 


| want to hold him, want to kiss his tears away. But he won't let me. It's a kick to my pride but whatever's 


going on inside needs to come out. Suppose it's like drawing the pus from a wound. 


Junior needs his space and | move to slide from the bed. As | do, a bloodied hand with dirt encrusted nails 
snatches at my wrist. Looking over my shoulder | peer into a puffy red face. Tears sheen David's face, his 
eyes red raw and bloody, lips dry and chapped. He tries something | take to be a smile but it looks more like a 


strained curvy line than his normal, eager grin 
"Don't go." His voice is husky, cracked like his lips. "Sleep beside me." 


| smile and slide back to the bed, lying so | can face him. Despite his wounds he's putting on a brave face. | 


want to kill the fucker that did this to him. 


woun 


DAY 2 


Twenty four straight hours; that's how long he slept for when he finally fell asleep. My dreams replay the 
moment he fell through the door. | can hear the wood thudding into the wall. | can see Junior struggling in, 
clothes ripped and filthy, his handsome body battered beyond comprehension. | can feel my heart breaking as 
he stretches out a hand to me before falling to his knees and burying his head in his hands. | can feel him 


flinching away and howling as | go to wrap my arms around him. 
Broken. 
Utterly and totally broken 


| cancel tonight's gig. Yeah, it's lost money but | can't fucking force him there. Fuck it, I'll go and pound the 
streets for a couple of hours. Deal to put food in our bellies and bandages around his wounds. Even if | can't 
mend his heart, | can do my best to wipe away the physical memories. | don't care. Whatever keeps him from 


harm's way. | just.. 


| just want to hold him. Just want to wash away the blood and untangle his hair. Help him feel more human 
again. But he won't let me. He just lies there and stares at me with his wide eyes. Occasionally they crinkle at 


the corners and | know that, through whatever horrors are haunting him, he's smiling. Junior loves me. He 


doesn't hate me. He hates someone else. 

The anger's rising again, a red snake twisting through my veins. Who the fuck does that to their fellow man?! 
Who the fuck beats someone up for no reason?! ‘cause | know that Junior would never have started this. He'd 
have tried to finish it and whoever it was took their fists to him as thanks. 

Fuckers. 

Il kill ‘erm all. 

My heart suddenly freezes. 

| can't move. 

It couldn't be.. 

Gripping the table, | sink to the floor and look at the Junior sized pile of blankets on the bed. 

My big fucking mouth. 

Words said in the heat of the moment. 

| raise a hand to my mouth and stifle the jagged, pained scream that claws its way from my throat. 

Did he? 

Did Junior go and apologise? It's the kind of thing he'd do. 


Did Hetfield take his fucking fists to my boyfriend? If he did, Ill kill him. Ill tear him limb from fucking limb. 
Not even dental records will identify his fucking body. 


My body itches and twitches, the fury coiling around me. Can't hang around. Can't stay still. Its time to pound 
the streets. Don't want to stay. Not here. Not right now. 


Fucker. I'll fucking kill him. Touch my boyfriend and I'll tear you apart. 
DAY 3 
He looks better for having had a bath. Still hasn't spoken but he's there, sitting on the battered couch and 


wrapped in a blanket. Beneath the blood and grime, the wounds don't look so bad. But they're still there. Still 


glaring at me like some sick badge of honour. 


| want to go and see Het. Want to see his face when he opens that door and | land one in his face. See how he 
likes it when someone beats the shit out of him for no apparent reason. Fuck, Junior was just being nice. | know 
he was. Why'd he go round there and start anything? He's got no reason to. All he was doing was trying to 
keep the peace. Trying to be friends with everyone and it backfired. 


Leaning against the counter, | take in the blanket clad figure, all wrapped up like a little babushka woman. His 
eyes are focused on the wall, seeming to stare at the myriad of flyers that adorn it. But | know that if | 
walked in front of him his eyes would be a million miles away, unfocused as his brain replays whatever he 


went through. 

"Junior?" | try and keep my voice soft and non-threatening. 

Slowly the blanket turns and hazel eyes stare at me, a soft smile playing on my boyfriend's lips. | feel my soul 
wrench, my very being swaying from the heartless abandonment. | want him in my arms. Want to cradle him 

and make his world whole again. But | can't push it and it's killing me, tearing me to pieces. Yeah, with someone 
else I'd have done it. But not Junior. 

Finally | ask, "Hungry?" 

The smile stays in place and he shakes his head. 

"Sure?" 

Another smile and another shake. 

"Well, l'm going to step out and get pizza. If you're up to it when | get back then its yours." 

The pained smile just remains on his lips. A smile that's going to haunt me ‘till the end of my days. 


DAY 4 


Well, he ate something. He all but vacuumed up the pizza and it may only have lasted a few seconds before it 
came back up, but he ate. 


Now he's back on the couch, staring at the wall and lost in his own little world. It's like he's waiting to die. In 
return, | can feel myself giving up. Everything feels like it's ebbing through my feet, wrenching and tearing 
before sighing and sliding away. It makes me feel physically sick Not just watching Junior lose the will to live 
but my own powerlessness to do anything. Yeah, | want to go out there and wipe that fucking smug look off 
Het's face. But | know it'll go too far and I'll wind up in jail. Then who's going to look after David? Who'll stop him 


from starving himself, or worse? ‘Cause there's no way he'd willingly drag his ass to the airport and back to 


Minnesota. He'd just sit here and.. rot. 


wun 


DAY 5 


I'm sitting on the couch, wallowing in my own self pity and smoking the weed | should be selling. At least it's 
taking the edge off the maniacal voices that are on constant repeat in my head. 


Kill. 

Maim. 

Kill. 

Maim. 

My hands twitch and ball into fists, my nails scraping against my palms. | want to take out the fuckers that 
stole my boyfriend. For five days he hasn't spoken, hasn't touched me, barely looked at me. He's starting to 
look pale and skeletal, the golden tan on his skin beginning to fade. 

Junior's fading, becoming a ghost. Hell, | can't even write, except for this log. It's the only thing thats stopping 


me from walking out that door and onto California's death row. Because that's where I'll end up if | lay my 
hands on the fuckers. Strapped in a chamber and screaming obscenities until I'm chasing Het through Hell. 


Kill. 
Maim. 
Kill. 
Maim. 


Something slides against my skin and | almost explode I'm wound so tight. My body twitches and | growl, 
twisting to look. 


Pale fingers are laid against the back of my hand. | follow them to the arm they're attached to and finally to 
Junior's sad, yet smiling, eyes. His fingers close around mine, cold yet reassuring. No matter what, he always 


knows when | need someone beside me. Knows when | need someone to comfort and destress me. 


His eyes curl a little more and his mouth follows. He doesn't shift any closer, just gently caresses the back of 


my hand. 


It comes in a single, forced breath, "| was raped." 


| go to pull away but Junior's hand stops me. | feel cold, my skin prickling. The hairs on my neck rise. Suddenly 
I'm frozen stiff, a statue. 


His eyes never leave mine. "l'm sorry," he whispers. 


Sorry? What the fuck's he sorry about. He has nothing to apologise for. Nothing at all. | want to move, want to 
wrap my arms around him. But the tears in his eyes tell me to wait a moment. Wait and hold his hand. 


Uncurling my hand, | do just that. 


woun 


DAY 6 


He told me no more. Just those three little words. No names, no places. Just that he'd been viciously and 
painfully raped. There were tears yet he never let me hold him. Just sat beside me and held my hand, body 
shaking as he howled. 


Now | understand why he won't touch me. | have needs and desires but lim going to have to put them to one 


side. At least while he's healing. 


When he slipped from my grasp and back to bed | let my own emotions take over. | screamed and kicked and 
punched the wall. | let the blood trail across the floor, not caring about the pain. | howled and screamed and let 
the tears come. My David, my beautiful, loving David. Stripped of his dignity in such a horrific way. My heart 
shattered and | found myself on my knees, screaming to a God | don't believe in. Why? Why did he have to 


allow someone so nice be subdued to something so horrific. 


| rattled round the apartment looking for anything | could stuff into my system to take away the pain Booze, 
pills, weed, anything. But there was nothing. The apartment matched the emptiness in Junior's eyes. 


Finally | managed to crawl to my feet and he was there, wrapped in a sheet and staring at me. A hand 
emerged and was offered to me, taking me and leading me to the bed. We lay and stared at each other for 
what felt like an age. 


"| don't hate you," I'd said, noticing the pain on his face. "I'll never hate you. | just hate what this fucker did to 
you." 


Junior just smiled. 


And now l'm sitting here, watching him sleep. He seems to sleep better when l'm beside him. Ha, that makes me 


sound like I'm on some fucking ego trip and perhaps | am. Perhaps l'm the one that can heal the hurt and wash 


away the pain. 
Or perhaps itll be someone else. 


Fuck, | hope not. Because if he slinks off then | really will wind up killing Het. It's only Junior that's stopping me 


from going out there. Knowing that, deep down, somewhere, he needs me. 


And | need him. Need him like | need air to breathe. I'll never stop needing him. Not now, not ever. And if he 
walks. If he fucking walks.. God help Het and me. 


wun 


DAY 13 


| had to go out. Had to hock stuff so we could eat. Had to book some gigs. Junior's talking again and that's good. 
He won't talk about the attack and when | press him, he just smiles and shakes his head. He wants to bury it 
and that's fine. But | want a name. | want to know who did it so | can go and hunt them down like the dogs that 
they are. 


Perhaps it really is Het and that's why he won't talk Perhaps Junior thinks I'll beat his ass for letting Het fuck 


him. 


Fuck, it wasn't fucking though. It was all out rape. Junior's got the bruises to prove he fought back. He didn't 
willingly go in there, bend over and demand to be fucked. 


| stare out the window, stare at the cars going past and the scraggly patch of grass outside our apartment. | 
stare at nothing in particular and lift the joint to my lips. The sweet smoke spirals to my lungs, seeping into 
my bloodstream and stroking my brain. Letting me forget. Letting me drift away. The apartment stinks. It 
stinks of hate and anger, all of it mine and all of it directed to the person who beat my boyfriend. | rock on 
the balls of my feet, willing myself to go through the window. Pain, | need pain. Need to counteract what's 
sweating from my pores. | hate it and | hate me. It's an all consuming anger, one which will never die but grow 


and mutate into something | can't control. 
| don't want to control it. 
| jump as arms loop around my waist and a weight rests against the back of my neck. Familiar scents wash 


over me, relaxing my mind. Scents of flowery shampoo and soap underlain with a gentle masculine scent. In the 


window | see my reflection smile. 
"Hello David." 


The weight lifts from my neck and large, hazel eyes nervously peer over my shoulder. | have no idea of the 


strength it's taken him to finally embrace me. Two long weeks. That's how long it's been since he last did 


anything other than hold my hand. 
| watch his reflection search mine, ready to flee at a moment's notice. 
"Hello Dave." 


My smile widens and | lift a hand from the window and reach behind me, stroking it over waves of honey- 
blonde hair. | could cry just from touching him. Damn, he feels so good. In the window | watch us. Watch as he 


closes his eyes and leans into my hand. Nudging my hand, he encourages me to turn. 
Taking a deep breath, | do. 


His arms stay around me, his head nudging beneath my chin My arms go around him, holding him loosely 
before gently tightening. 


| feel tears against my throat. 


Then | feel tears on my cheeks. 


woun 


DAY 31 


Junior's looking better. Much better. He's eating and smiling. Yesterday he laughed at a joke | made. The colour's 
returning to him. We've even managed to play some gigs. Sure, he was twitchy the first couple of times we 
were out but he knows no one's going to hurt him with me around. That seems to relax him and, of course, 


once we hit the stage he appears to forget about it all. Music can heal anything. 


Still, | can't get the thoughts of someone attacking my baby out of my head. Can't imagine what he went 
through in those moments. | don't want to. But the monster's got me and it's going to hold on ‘til | find out 
who did it. | want to paint myself in their blood and wear their skin as a trophy. Do you think the jury will take 


an insanity plea on that?! 
"Dave, hold me ‘til the sun comes up." 


Every night he utters those words. And every night we lie in the middle of the bed and curl around each 
other, all tangled limbs and hair. That's the only time he'll touch me. No caressing, no kissing and definitely no 
sex. But | treasure these moments all the same. Treasure the way his hands rest in the small of my back, 
tracing tiny circles. Or the way they link around my shoulders, fingertips tickling the nap of my neck. 
Sometimes he presses his nose to mine, gazing into my eyes. Often he just lies, arms around each other, 
staring at me as if I'll melt away. And | do the same, staring at him and remembering why | love him. Once he 
falls asleep, | cradle him close and watch him a little more. That's when the monster rears its head. | clutch 


him tighter and he whines and wriggles in his sleep. | won't let it take me. Won't let it rob me of my life. 


Now I'm sitting at the table, trying not to focus on the void inside of me. | love Junior, love him with every 
fibre of my being, but | need the touch. | need the reassurance of sex. It's how | express my love and | want 
to show him how much | love him. But he's not going to let me. That's fine. | can deal with that. I'm not going 
to take him by force. I'm not a monster. 

Monster. 

l'm not a monster. 

They're the monsters. 

They're the ones who robbed me, robbed Junior. 

I'm not a monster. 

I'm not going to hurt him to satisfy my own needs. 

I'm not a monster. 

My breath comes in short pants and sweat is beading along my forehead. | want to spread him out. Want to 
watch him smile and sigh as he bends his knees and spreads his legs. | want him. Want him so badly. The last 
month has crawled by, Junior torturing me by lying so close. But he's broken, needs time to heal. And l'm going 
to give it to him. Give him all the time he needs. 

The chair across from me is pulled out and Junior drops into it. He looks at me, a small smile playing on his 
lips. There are dark circles beneath his eyes and his fingers twitch against the table. There's been a lot of 
booze and drugs over the past weeks, him to forget, me to mar what | know. Already he looks to be half cut, 
his eyes slightly red. 


Leaning across the table, he takes my hand and gazes into my eyes. "You know | love you, don't you Dave?" 


My mouth suddenly feels dry and my heart races. He's going to break up with me. He's going to leave me. 
After all I've done for him, he's going to leave! 


His hand tightens around mine and his face becomes lined with worry. "Dave, | love you. You know that, right?" 


| manage to nod My heart feels like it's going to explode. | just want him to say what he's going to say, get his 
stuff and split. 


"Dave." Junior's voice sounds like it's going to break, cracking with emotion. "I know you have needs. We all do. | 
just-" He sighs and stares at the table. Yet his hand never leaves mine. "I just can't go there at the moment. | 


can't ... do it." 


His tongue flicks over his lips, brow furrowed with the effort of what he's saying. | turn my hand over and 
grasp his, holding onto him. 


"You have my blessing," he softly continues, "to go and sleep with others. Just don't leave me. Don't stop loving 


me. Always come back to me. Just go somewhere else and get what you need, at least for now.’ 

In a split second, my heart breaks and heals. | can't believe what he's just said. That's taken a lot of fucking 
bravery. Slipping from my chair, | move around to him and slide to my knees, my arms going around his waist. 
His arms go around me and he rests his head on top of mine. 

"I'll always love you," | whisper. "Ill never leave." 


| cry. 


~~To be continued ~~ 


Day 64 to Day 498 


DAY 64 


The sun's just creeping between the buildings as | crawl through the door. Finally | gave into the growling lust, 
went out and found myself a mount for the night. Even though it meant leaving Junior, | wasn't going to inflict 
me bringing some random floozy home. Unfortunately the sex was too good, which is why l'm racing the sun 


home. My vision's swimming, the result of a cocktail of booze, drugs and endorphins. 


But now, as dusk turns to dawn, the guilt's creeping in, slithering over me in oily self loathing. It was a good 
fuck but it wasn't Junior. He nodded and smiled knowingly when | left. Before | stepped out the door, he draped 
his arms around me and laid his head against my shoulder, his breath kissing my cheek. Its been two long 
months since | felt his lips against mine. That simple gesture has become it. But | have to stay strong and not 


demand of him. Others, yes. | can bawl at them ‘til I'm blue in the face. Junior, no. 

The door clicks shut behind me and | look at the bundle of blankets and hair on the couch. An overflowing 
ashtray and several empty beer bottles are nestled beside it. Looks like someone else tried to have a good 
right too. 

The head of tussled hair lifts from the arm of the couch. Bleary, booze reddened eyes look at me and a smile 
draws its way across Junior's face. Sliding from the couch, he walks over to me and drapes the tattered red 
blanket around both of us. It reeks of beer, weed and him. | inhale deeply, savouring the scent of what | missed 
during my night of debauchery. 


"Good night?" his voice is slurred and he sways slightly, an inane grin beginning to play on his lips. 


| nod and shrug. Yeah, but it wasn't with you. Used to enjoy fucking around until | fell into your arms. Now it's 


meaningless. 
Giving him a weak smile, | gently press my finger to his nose. "Want to go and get some real sleep?" 
He returns my smile, crosses his eyes to look at my finger and nods. 


Fuck, Junior, | love you. 


DAY 10 


Guilty. 


wun 


DAY 14 


Guilty as charged. 


woun 


DAY 19 


Yep, guilty again. Got to get my kicks somewhere but, fuck, the guilt's killing me. Going to get us on tour just 
to get us away from here. | don't give a fuck where we go, | just want us out of the apartment and away 
from everything. The couple of gigs we've had have been great. It's been great seeing Junior on stage, smiling 
like a moron afterward. Sure, we're practicing and all of that, but getting him out of the apartment for 
anything other than to play is nigh on impossible. While I'm writing this, he's chattering away about everything 
and anything. From time to time, his eyes will drift off, almost as if he's replaying what happened. Shit, it's 
going to take so much to fix him. But itll get done. He'll get better. He's got to. 


wun 


DAY 194 


Well, this is us off on tour. Fucking finally! We did a short one, just a few dates over July and August but it 
was enough to get Junior back into the swing of things. Now we're going to criss-cross the country ‘ti 


December. Great! 


The bus rocks along, swaying back and forth. Curled into a corner seat, | stroke the mess of blonde hair that 
falls over my shoulder. Beneath my fingers, Junior purrs, a spiral of smoke passing from his lips. He's like a 
slumbering dragon, content but ready to wake up and go crazy. He goes crazy on the stage but between the 
sheets.. 


Between the sheets he just doesn't want to know. It's hurting me and | know it's hurting him. There have been 
moments where it looks as though he's going to give in, where he moves closer to kiss me, or to give me 
more than a hug. Then he snaps back and slinks across to his own side of the bed, eyes filled with pain and 


horror. 


| know he doesn't hate me but it hurts like hell. Burns like acid. | fucking hate the person that took him from 


me. 


He tilts his head back and peers up at me, a stoned grin on his face. Taking the joint from him, | take a deep 
lungful of smoke and exhale towards his mouth. For now, that'll be how we kiss. 


wun 


DAY 256 


Fuck, this tour's nearly crippled me. Drugs, fucking, drugs, fucking. [ts been a whirlwind of trying to forget that 
| can't be with the one | really want to be with. Every time | finally roll into bed, Junior smiles. He tells me 
about his night, about watching TV, reading and filling himself with drink and drugs. His routine never changes 


while mine is getting more erratic. 


But | can see the sadness in his eyes. Hear it in his voice. He wants to be with me as much as | want to be 
with him. But things are stopping him. The pain's still there, choking and dragging him under. We've discussed 
therapy but he shakes his head and opens another beer. For now that's his way of dealing with it. | can't force 
him to do anything else, no matter how much | want him to. He needs to make his own way there. | want him 
back, desperately want him back. Want to hold him tight and feel his lips feather mine with gentle kisses. Want 
to watch him as he sighs with pleasure and allows me close. This is killing me, driving me to the edge. | don't 
know how much longer | can take it. Just have to keep looking at him and remembering how much | love him. 


wun 


DAY 368 
Let's not talk about the year "anniversary", shall we? 
No? 


Okay, lets talk about it. Let's talk about the tears and the screaming. Let's talk about the broken fingers as he 
pounded the wall. Lets talk about the clumps of hair he tore from his head as he screamed to a God he once 
thought loved him. Let's talk about how helpless | felt as he careened around the apartment. Let's talk about 
what it's like to watch your boyfriend fall apart and not be able to do anything about it. Let's talk about the 
tears | hid while | tried to remain strong. Let's talk about the heroin | brought and pumped into him to calm 
him down. Let's talk about the images of the ER that danced through my head as he slumbered fitfully in my 
arms. Let's talk about not having anywhere for male rape survivors to go. Lets talk about the look on the 
therapist's face when Junior told her he's been raped. Let's talk about feeling completely and utterly hopeless. 
Lets talk about the next person who says "It'll get better." Let's talk about how neither of us can do this any 
more. Let's talk of how this is killing the both of us. 


Let's talk, shall we? 


Do you want to start, or shall 1? 


wun 


DAY 44 


| know this journal is sporadic and | apologise. | wanted to keep a detailed log of everything that's happened, 
Truth be told it's one vicious cycle of drink and drugs, not just for Junior but for both of us. | feel like | live 


with a ghost. He flits from one room to the next, never so much as looking at me. It's as if | don't exist any 

more. Can't handle this. Can't take it any more. | want someone to love me, not exist with me. He seems to be 
falling deeper into himself, deeper into the demons that clutch his soul, deeper into the arms of the drugs. He 
does it to forget, to wipe away the pain. That much | know. We spoke about it one dark night. Lying in bed, we 
shared the dark beast, and he told me. Told me that the drugs wipe away the pain and allow him to be mostly 
normal. You know that smiling, laughing guy you see in the interviews? Yep, that's Junior on drugs. Junior on a 


come down is a different matter. All | want to do is love him, yet he's shut me right out. 
| don't know if | can do this any more. 


I'm sorry, Junior. 


woun 


DAY 498 


So | went to do it. | went to break up with him. | had the speech prepared. Had the apologies all written and 
ready to go. Had the lawyers draw up a stack of papers which said that, no matter what, I'd always take care 
of him. Had the "It's not you, it's me", ready to go. 


Because, in truth, its not him. It really is me. | just can't cope with a sexless relationship. Others might, but | 
can't. Yeah, | know he gave me his blessing to go and fuck whoever | wanted. But it's not the same. One night 
stands and groupies are great but, sooner or later, you just want to be with someone who loves you as much 
you do them. And, right now, I'm not getting that from Junior. I'm not getting anything bar the barest of hugs 
and lots of talking. | want to get physical. 


But, you know what? | couldn't do it. We sat down and | had all the papers with me, a pen sitting on top of 
them. Yet when | looked into his eyes, | saw this bottomless pit. A bottomless pit of love and adoration, all of it 
directed to me. He loves me. 

He loves me. 

Junior loves me. 

So we talked. We finally talked about our relationship. We talked about us and about what we needed. He poured 
his heart out, about how he felt for me, about how he felt not having sex. He wants to, wants to give himself 
to me physically. But he feels unable to. He's scared, and rightly so. The last guy to have sex with him beat 
him senseless. Then he broke. 


And told me about what happened that day. 


Told me how he was beaten and dragged to a bathroom. Told me how he was bent over a sink and his jeans 


dragged from him. Told me how he screamed and watched as he was raped. 


He shook as he told me and the tears came. 

He allowed me to hold and rock him as he sobbed. 

He allowed me to tell him how much | love him and how I'll love him no matter what. 
He allowed me to cry with him. 

The one thing he didn't tell me was who attacked him. 


| still suspect | know who it was. 


Day 606 to Day 100 


DAY 606 

Ever since our chat there have been breakthroughs. Little ones, but they've been there. Junior's opened up 
more and, in response, so have |. I've told him when I'm going out hunting. As he said all those months ago, he's 
accepting of me going out and sleeping with others. Never has he berated me. All he does is smile and nod and 


blow a kiss across my cheek. As long as | come home, he's happy. 


| sit beside him on the couch. We've moved several times since | started this log. Each move has helped erase 


a little more of his pain. Both tried to kick the drugs and go on a health kick. We failed. 

An old film plays on the TV and Junior is curled next to me, his head on my shoulder. Its reassuring to have 
him so close, to have his weight resting against me. A blanket is draped around us. He wriggles and | move to 
allow him some room. 


"No," he mutters. "Don't go anywhere." 


| smile and settle down. Then a hand appears in front of me. For a moment | consider it, wondering why he's 


holding it up. 
"Take it," he whispers. "| want you to hold my hand." 


| feel the breath leave me in a rush, my head swimming. Reaching out, | press my hand to his, studying our 


fingers. Beside me, Junior chuckles lightly and slowly he wraps his fingers around mine. 
‘| do," he softly says. 

"Do what?" 

"Promise to stay by you through thick and thin. ‘cause you've done it for me." 

My heart melts and | lay my head against his, staring at our joined hands. 


We watch the rest of the movie in silence. From time to time, | catch Junior looking at our hands. How do | 


know? ‘cause l'm looking as well. 


woun 


DAY 618 


Things are getting better. We're talking more. Or rather, Junior is. | just listen Because, behind closed doors, no 
one knows what's going on. They don't know about the darkness or that we're barely functioning addicts. Yeah, 
they know we're hooked but they don't know how much it controls us. Write, drink, tour, shoot up, forget. 
That's how it goes. It keeps us busy. 

Junior's really healing now. He smiles and laughs and the twinkle in his eyes is real and not just for the media 
He spends more time glued to my side, and not just in public. And he holds my hand, really holds it as if he 
doesn't want to let go. The other day, behind the door of a hotel room, we held each other. His arms were 
loose around my neck, his nose touching mine. His eyes were glazed and, ever so slightly, he tilted his head. His 
lips, moist and red, parted and his tickled my face. | could feel my heart hammering in my chest, my own 
breath coming in short pants. My arms tightened around him, tugging him close. At the last moment, he 
caught himself and scurried to the bathroom. 

Shamed silence hung over the room. | slid from the bed and leaned against the bathroom door. 


"Junior?" 


The silence remained and, from behind the door, | heard gentle sobs. Sobs which broke my heart. Fuck. He was 


trying so hard to battle the demons and they just reared their heads to kick him back down 

| rapped my knuckles lightly against the door. 

"Junior?" 

He coughed and hiccuped. His voice was barely audible as he whispered, "I'm sorry." 

Sinking to the floor, | leaned my head against the door, listening to him. | didn't want him to be in there, hurting 
and alone. | could picture him sitting on the floor, arms around his knees, head resting against them. The image 
made me sad. It still makes me sad. Whenever | see him battling to be normal | hurt. Hurt for the boyfriend | 
once knew. Hurt for the butterfly that's struggling to escape its cocoon 

"Whatca sorry for?" 

Another hiccup and another strained sob. He battled so hard to stop crying, to "man up". 

"For being a fuck up.." 

| sighed, my throat constricting. | just wanted to kick the door down and whisk him into my arms, hold him 
close to chase away the hurt. But | have to be patient. And patient is not something l'm great with. | want 


everything now, especially Junior. 


"You're not a fuck up," | quietly replied. 


| hear him take deep, laboured breaths. "Yeah, | am. What kind of fuckin’ boyfriend am |, anyway? We don't 


have sex. Fuck, | can't even kiss you. Dave." 

| pressed my hand to the door, imagining him behind it. Imagining sending him everything | have. 

"Yeah, Junior, l'm here." 

There's a long silence and | know he was mulling something over. "Dave, | think you should find someone else.” 
That was it. That was all it took to break me. 

‘No! Junior, no. | don't want anyone else. | don't give a flying fuck about the sex. | don't care that you don't kiss 
me. Fuck, | don't care that you can't even look at me sometimes." | choked back the tears, fingers running down 
the door and back to my lap. "I love you and I'm not gonna stop just because we don't do the nasty. You've 


been here through some really deep shit with me and l'm not gonna up and leave you while you're going 


through your own." 

My voice trailed off and | listened. 

Nothing. 

Silence had fallen. 

"Junior?" 

| froze and waited for a response. 

"Junior?" My voice became strained, the panic coming in hot, scratching waves. 
It only takes a single attempt for me to shoulder the door open. 


With what | found, I'm glad | managed to remain conscious. 


wun 


DAY 680 
He's fucking lucky. 
Really, really fucking lucky. 


Currently l'm sitting beside a hospital bed, looking at the poor, pale soul it holds. He couldn't take it any longer. 


Couldn't take the pain and the anguish, the self loathing and the fear that | didn't love him. Couldn't take the 
demons that laughed inside his head, calling him everything from pathetic and a loser to useless and unworthy 


of love. 


So he took a razor. A fucking safety razor of all things, and managed to slash the arteries in his calves. His 
reasoning? He didn't want his mother to see the scars if he somehow survived. 


Well, I've got news for you, Junior. Your time ain't come yet. You survived and l'm fucking glad you did. Gives 


me more chance to tell you how much you mean to me. Trust me, l'm going to make every minute count now. 
Fuck. 


He's sleeping right now, looking tiny and scared. Dark rings hang under his eyes and his arms are punctured 
with needle marks. Stitches snag his legs in horrible, bruised lines. Occasionally he wakes, shivering and shaking 
and craving. So they pump him full of methadone and he drifts back to sleep. He's had at least one drug 
related seizure. l'm surprised he's still alive. But he's a fighter. He's always been a fighter. He just doesn't 
realise that I'm not going to date a loser. | don't care that he's not spreading out for me. He's worth so much 


more than a fuck. He just doesn't realise that and | wish he did. 


And me? How am | holding up? I've screamed, I've cried, I've beaten the shit out of a couple of people, I've 


pumped myself full of illegal substances, I've nearly been arrested, I've drunk myself into oblivion 
| can't cope if he goes. What'll become of Megadeth if he goes? What will become of me? 
Even in his sleep he loosely holds my hand. 


Don't worry, Junior, l'm not going to let go. 


woun 


DAY 100 


Junior's been home a couple of weeks now. It's a vicious cycle of hate and self loathing but he's getting better. 


Slowly the guy | know is creeping back in 


The stitches have come out and he's got two ugly scars zig-zagging up his legs. | tell him that one day he'll 
look back on them and laugh. That he'll wonder what the fuck he was doing. 


| wonder what the fuck he was doing. 


By night, he sleeps close by, his hand resting on my hip. He's scared to be apart from me, as if even a single 


moment will see me gone. Doesn't matter how much | reassure him, he thinks I'm going and never coming back. 


So every day | tell him. If he'll let me hold him, | do. | tell him that | love him, that he means the world to me 


and I'm never leaving his side. /ve fought for you, | tell him, just as you've fought for me. You think Im going to 
give up on what we have? 


Still, it feels like he's waiting. Waiting for the perfect excuse to let Armageddon come and tear us apart. 


But it won't. If anything, it'll just make us stronger. 


Day 800 to Day 1050 


DAY 800 


Day 800. Woah. What to say? That we're both doing fine. That, despite everything, our relationship remains 
strong. That, even though there's no sex | still love him with every fibre of my being. Sure, I'm still going out 
and fucking anything that moves. It never gets easier but it eases the sexual irritation, you know. Whenever 
I'm with someone | always see him. Doesn't matter whether they're male or female, there's always something 
Junior-ish about them. Could be their laugh, their eyes, their hair. They frown and get a little freaked out 
when | call them by my boyfriend's name but mostly we're so fucked up that they laugh it off. 


Besides, by morning, I'll be surprised if they know my name. Well, they do if it's a groupie but they're normally 
so happy that I've fucked them that they ignore me talking about my bass player and drift away. 


Fuck, what have | become? 


wun 


DAY 850 


So l'm going to update this every hundred days or so, just to give myself a running memory of what's going 
on. One day | want to give this to Junior so he can see just how | feel about him and what we went through 


together. | also want to remind myself of how we moved on from the horror of what happened. 


Junior's been seeing a therapist and he's doing really well. He's a lot chirpier than he was and there's a real 
spring to his step. 'm so proud of him. Proud and happy. I've missed him. Missed him when he slinks into his 
dark periods. They don't last long but they happen and | hate them as much as he does. He comes home from 
therapy sessions and chats about them, tells me what they talked about. Now l'm feeling more a part of his 


life again. They want me to go to a few sessions. I'll do it, for Junior, for us. 


woun 


DAY 950 


The scars snake up his legs and, whenever he accidentally shows them, | trace my fingers along them and give 
them the gentlest of kisses. Sometimes he flinches away. Mostly he chuckles and crashes to the couch, 
swinging his legs into my lap. To touch him again is magical. To feel his skin beneath my fingers and lips is akin 
to heaven. Just resting my head against his knee and gazing at the scars means everything to me. Slowly we're 


getting there. Slowly but surely. 


We've done the therapy thing together and, you know what, its been great. We talk about everything in those 


sessions and there's never a bad word. To listen to how much he's fighting his demons is an inspiration to 


anyone. He wants to be normal (whatever that is), wants to be whole again, wants to love freely and 
unconditionally. lts when he looks at me, the sad, yet caring, look in his eyes that gets me. He always reaches 
for me and takes my hand before he whispers how much he loves me. | don't know anyone else who's every 
given me that kind of love. He just repeats it over and over as if he's trying to etch it into our flesh. I'm 
never going to let him go. Never. It's taken me this long to realise that | have too much of a good thing with 


Junior and I'm never going to give up on him. 


wvunu 


DAY 1050 


| have to tell you about today. Me? Excited? Damn right | am! We're in Florida for a few days, tearing up the 
stage and the state in equal measures. It's crazy; people screaming at concerts, people screaming in the street, 
people screaming outside the hotel. It's like living in a mad house and we're lapping it up. But it was last night, 


after we fell off the stage, that really excited me. 


As we tossed our gear to our techs, Junior took me to one side. Shrouded in darkness, his hand in mine, he 


whispered that he wanted to go for a walk. Just the two of us to somewhere nice. 


The driver dropped us at the beach. Even though night had come, there was still a hint of warmth in the air, 
brought there on a gentle breeze. Orange street lights flooded the beach and we walked in complete silence, 
making sure to keep to the shadows. The last thing we wanted was to be disturbed. Junior obviously had 
something on his mind and when he reached for my hand, | gladly took it. 


We walked, listening to the waves lapping at the shore and to sounds of the city. We were only inches from 
the drinking and debauchery but we wanted no part of it. Not at this moment. 


As we passed beneath the gently whispering leaves of a palm tree, Junior stopped and turned to me. Light 
played over his face, making it almost unreadable. Pressing a hand to my chest, he gently pushed me against 
the trunk. In the fleeting lights, | watched as his face changed, a serene smile touching his lips. He held me in 
place, the heel of his hand sliding over my chest, to my shoulder and back again. My breath hitched as | 
stared into the darkened pools of his eyes. 


Wordlessly he moved closer, leaning into me. | wanted to lift my arms, wrap them around him and pull him 


close. But | daren't. | wanted to see what he did. 


His breath tickled my throat and his fingers followed, sweeping over my cheek and cupping my jaw. | shivered 
beneath his touches, having forgotten how gentle they are. 


Then his lips, as soft as the breeze, slid over mine and | felt myself begin to sink to the sand. Strong arms 
hooked around me, pulling me up, holding me as we gently kissed. The breath was forced from me and | felt 


tears prickle my eyes. 


Silently he pulled away, still holding me, a smile on his lips. Beneath the lights, | saw his own eyes shimmer. He 
laughed. Catching him, | hugged him, laughing with him. 


We're winning! We're beating the demons! One step at a time. 


Day 150 to Day 1450 


DAY 1150 


It started with a kiss on the beach. Then it became every couple of weeks. Now Junior kisses me every day. 
Not at every opportunity he gets, but whenever he feels like it. Mostly it's as we crawl into bed. His arms will 


go around me and he'll stare into my eyes before giving me the tiniest of kisses. 


He plays more now, letting me tease him, catch him and pull him into hugs. He laughs with me, his eyes 
sparkling with what sings in his soul. The healing is really beginning to show. Well, it's always been there but 


now it's really starting to come through. 

Tonight was one of those night. | was jonesin’, my skin was itching, things crawling beneath it so | headed out 
into a city | barely know. Came back a couple of hours later, pockets stuffed with drugs, ready to chase it all 
away. 

What | was met with when | walked through that door took my breath away. Candles decorated every surface, 
their soft light warming the dark room. On a table sat covered plates. And there, perched on the end of the 
bed and dressed in his finest, was Junior. 

My face must have been a picture because a smile lit his face. Stepping from the bed, he walked over to me. 
| thought we should start dating." 

| cocked my head, obviously still looking bemused. 


"Well" He shrugged. "We never really dated, did we? Thought we could give it ago." 


That had to have been the cutest thing I'd ever heard and if it hadn't melted my heart | don't know what 
would. Standing there, dressed in neatly pressed pants and shirt, | could have sworn Junior was a completely 
different person. Perhaps he was. What mattered was that he was stepping out of his comfort zone. And that 
he was doing it for me. 


| could feel tears welling up. As if | hadn't already shed enough tears of the past months. They were just going 


to keep coming. 
Meekly he held his hand out to me. "Hi, I'm David" 


| managed to snap out of my trance and grinned, taking his hand. "Well, what do you know. My name's David 


too. But everyone calls me Dave." 


He chuckled and shook my hand. "Hello Dave. Would you care to join me for something to eat?" 


| wasn't going to turn that down. The itch was still there, still crawling beneath my skin. But that could wait. | 
had a date to see to. 


We sat, we ate, we laughed. It was as if the past years hadn't happened. It was as if it had all been erased, all 
been a nightmare. 


"And that's when Dad came out and said, ‘It's all fun and games ‘til one of you gets hurt!" There's tears 
running down his face and he's finding it hard to talk he's laughing so hard. 


| can't help but join him, my sides aching from laughing as he recounts tales of growing up on a farm. They're 
good kids, him and Elliot, but boy, they got into some scrapes. Like the one he's telling me about. Something to 
do with some farm equipment, a bunch of fireworks and New Year's. Damn, he might have had the perfect and 
innocent exterior down to a tee but beneath it all he was a little hell raiser. He just did it a different way to 
me. While | was drinking and fucking my way around LA he was in Minnesota pulling some pretty high end 
pranks. The one that had me hammering the table and gasping for breath involved three goats, numbered |, 2 
and 4, that they released into the school's corridors. Took the staff well into the evening to realise that there 
wasn't a forth one roaming the school. Saw my innocent looking Junior and his cohorts in detention for a month 


and an ass whopping from his father. 


"But it was worth it!" he bawled between hiccups and laughter. "Worth every minute of begging for 
forgiveness!" 


Now he lies beside me, eyes dreamy, smoke seeping from his lips. Yeah, he's happy, fulfilled and the beast in 
his blood has been sated. As has mine. The dope courses through me, making everything seem rosy. Well, it is. 


Even without it, it's been a perfect evening. 


Junior shuffles closer, sliding an arm over my stomach and resting his head against my thigh. He gazes 


lovingly up at me. 

"| love you." 

Smiling, | run a hand through his hair and over his cheek. "Love you too." 

He nudges my leg with his nose, pouting. Looks like its time for bed. Goodnight. 

DAY 1250 

Night has fallen and, after another evening of being rock stars, we've fallen through the front door and into 


bed. He sits in my lap, knees tucked under him, feet resting against mine. | draw my legs up behind him, giving 


him something to lean against. The journal rests in his lap and he patiently watches me scribble away. 


Every night we sit like this, Junior cradled in my lap, me alternating between scribbling notes, lyrics, this 
journal and gently petting him. He doesn't need the reassurance so much now and I'm wondering if he's 
outgrowing me. 

You're not outgrowing me, are you? | know you can read this. 

He smiles and shakes his head before reaching out to stroke my face. ‘scuse me a minute. 

Okay, that's made me feel better. Kisses always make me feel better. But yeah, as | was saying, he doesn't 


need the reassurance that I'm there. He wanders off alone, coming back at all hours. | wonder what he gets up 


To. 
You're not fucking someone else, are you? 


He just screws his face up into his "You're kidding me, right?" expression. Yeah, ‘cause you wouldn't fuck 


anyone else either, would you? 
Ouch! Okay, | deserved that! You can stop pulling my hair and biting my neck now! Oil Fucker! 


Junior's grinning at me like a loon now. But | suppose it was called for. No! Hands back where | can see ‘em! 
We'll have no more of that. 


Okay, | think I'm going to have to put this down for the night. Even if he's still not ready for sex it looks like 
I've got a handful of Junior to deal with. Catch ya later! 


wvunu 


DAY 1350 


| watch you prowl the stage like a panther. You know lim watching you and you love it. Your confidence has 
returned in abundance and l'm so happy to call you mine. | can't take my eyes off you, have to make sure 
you're always there. You grin at me, eyes sparkling before sauntering over. You lean in and whisper something 
to me. Something that only | can hear above the music. 


Í love you, Dave. 


It makes me smile, makes my heart sing and, as you wander back to your spot, | growl. The crowd goes wild. 


Little do they know that it takes your presence for me to press their buttons. 


As we fall into bed, you straddle my lap, your face lit up with happiness. We're living the life, living it side by 
side, enjoying it together. You loop your arms around my neck, ignoring my painful erection as you seal your 


lips to mine. But | don't care because | have you. | have you with me, the only person who's stayed with me 


through thick and thin. The family | never thought I'd have. 


Í love you, Junior. 


wun 


DAY 1450 


David.. | want to hold you. | want to feel you beside me, your flesh touching mine, your lips brushing my chest. 
| crave it, need it, and you deny me. Why do you deny me? It's been nearly four years and still you refuse to 
sleep with me. Beside me, yes. With me, no. | don't want to take from you, David. | don't want to be the next 
person to hurt you. But you taunt me. You tease me as you slink around the house in little more than your 
underwear. You drive me to the brink You dont see me howl and scream when you're not around. You don't 
see me beat myself up for the thoughts which roll through my head. Dark, evil thoughts of holding you down 


and kicking your legs apart. | know you'll cry, | know you'll scream. 
| want you, David. Want you like | want no one else. And | can't have you. 


We always want the things we can't have, don't we? Is this why | love you so much, because of the hope that 


Ill have you again one day? Or do | really love you, love you from the pit of my soul, love you? 
Listen to me, David. Look into my eyes and see what lies in my soul. Please, I'm begging you. Sometimes | can't 
say what | want to say. You have to search and dig and uncover. Listen to the lyrics of our songs and pick 


them apart. I'm talking to you, David. I'm talking in the only way | know how. 


l'm not going to attack you. | promise you that. l'm not going to lower myself to the level of the monsters just 
to get a piece of you. Why break you again when you've spent so long healing? 


| won't hurt you. 
| won't hurt you. 
| won't hurt you. 


I'd rather die than hurt you. 


Day 1505 to Day [513 


Author's Notes: 
0 hail | think I\'m writing crack fic now! Enjoy! 


DAY 1505 
| don't like this room. Its too.. clinical. But | better get used to it. 


Junior... Junior lost it. Really, utterly and totally lost it. The kind of lost it where you wonder if they'll ever 
regain their sanity kind of lost it. The kind where you wonder if it'll be kinder to push them off a cliff than let 


them carry on living. 


He'd hit it. Hit absolute utter and total rock bottom. The drugs had taken taken over, occupying every waking 
moment. Anything he could lay his hands on he'd stuff into his system. No longer was it about running from 
the past. It was about stopping the present from happening. He just wanted to live in this little drug hazed 
bubble, suspended sometime before the attack. And it nearly took him from me for a second time. Nearly 


permanently robbed me of my beautiful boyfriend. 


So I've dumped the both of us in rehab. Only couples aren't supposed to be together so they've put us in 
separate rooms. Yeah, we'll get counselling together but we're not supposed to be together. What kind of 
bullshit is that?! Surely we'd be more of a support to each other more if we were together, a crutch for 
when the other stumbles. 


And | know that it would be me leaning on him. 


wuwo 


DAY I510 


We're sitting in therapy, David curled into a large, overly stuffed chair and me perched on one that's a little 
too uncomfortable for my liking. Our therapist has a kind face, although she doesn't say much. Just scribbles 


on a pad and listens while we ramble. 


He picks at the crook of his elbow as he talks, his eyes everywhere but on anyone else. | can see that the 


hairs on his arm have shivered to attention, goose bumps riding along his skin 


"198b." David sighs, eyes on the ground. "That's when it happened. That's when | was pushed down the slippery 
slope to coming here." He snorts a chuckle, fingers digging into his skin. He's hurting, raking over the past and 


bringing it to the surface. "I went out, to pick up some groceries." 


He stalls at that moment and takes a deep breath. Instinctively my back straightens and | cock my head. 
Something doesn't seem right about this retelling. Is he.. ls he telling the truth? He looks to me, eyes swimming 
with tears, lower lip trembling a little and it's enough to dispel the chattering voices in my head. Reaching out, | 
take his hand and hold onto it as he recounts every gory detail of those moments. 


"This guy.. This guy stopped me, said he'd seen us play and how much he loved our music." He chuckles. "I 
thought it was cool. Still wasn't used to people complimenting me. | asked his name and went to shake his hand. 
Next thing | knew he'd slugged me and was dragging me down an alley way. Before | knew it | was on the floor 
of some dirty restaurant bathroom as he battered me. Then-" His voice stalls again and | can hear the 
emotion cracking it, tearing through him. | tighten my fingers around his, silently telling him its okay to 


continue. 


With tears on his cheeks, he does. It's so long since | last saw him cry. A long time since | heard his voice 


become as painful as it is now. 


"He - He dragged me up by my hair, forced me over the stinking sink. | didn't feel like | was in my body. Felt 
like | was somewhere on the ceiling, watching as it happened. He told me | was pretty. Told me | should have 
been a chick. He dragged my jeans down. | didn't want to fight. Didn't want to hit him. Because if | did, | know it 
would have been far worse. Know this guy could have killed me. He was tall, taller than me and looked like he 
knew what he was doing with his fists. He stank of booze." Again he chuckled, eyes flicking back to me. "It was 
just before mid-day and he already reeked like a bar." 


A chill makes its way along my spine and my face must have changed because David gave me a small, 
sympathetic smile. His fingers tightened around mine, gripping my hand as if he didn't want to let go. | haven't 
really thought much about who did this to him, who sent him into a spiral of drink, drugs and suicide attempts. 
Haven't given it much thought because he's been doing so much better. But now l'm wondering if he's trying to 


give me clues, trying to tell me in code who did this to him. 


"When | heard him pull his zipper down | knew it was all over. Don't get me wrong, | love sex. Love Dave to the 
ends of the earth." He grinned and gave my hand another squeeze. "But, after that, my whole libido has just 
disappeared. |. | want to have a healthy sex life again, and | think I'm getting there. But that, that day, it just 
kinda ruined it | suppose. Just watching myself in the mirror as he-" Again, his voice cracks and his eyes fall 
to his lap, his hand becoming limp against mine. "As he raped me. It killed everything for me. It took a part of 
me away forever, ripped my soul from my body and left me as a husk." Thankfully his eyes flick to mine and | 
smile. It's taken him so fucking long to get to this point and I'm so proud of him, so proud of the strength he's 


showing. 


"| couldn't have done it without Dave," he whispers. "Yeah, he's got this rep as a real monster but, behind 
closed doors, he's been nothing but amazing. He's stood by me and helped me. No one knows what he's done 
with them and | wish could tell them." Another chuckle leaves his lips and this one is all happiness. He looks to 


me, a goofy grin on his lips. "But | can't tell anyone ‘cause that would ruin your rep, wouldn't it?" 


A smile hits my own lips and | feel the happiness and love sing through me. "Yeah," | softly reply. "It would. So 
you keep quiet, okay?" 


He laughs and raises his free hand into a salute. "Aye, aye boss. Whatever you say, boss." 


Damn, | want to pick him up and spirit him away. Even in the depths of this darkness he's laughing and making 
jokes. And that's just one of the millions of reasons | love him. Because, even though he's hurting, even though 
he's being torn apart, he always knows how to make me feel like I'm ten feet tall. 


wun 


DAY 1513 


"How does it make me feel?" | sit on the floor, back against the wall and knees drawn up. | cradle a cup of 
coffee against me. I'm craving for a cigarette but itll have to wait. "Fuckin useless. | mean, how would you feel 
if your loved one was beaten and raped. l'm supposed to protect him, not stand by as his soul's sucked from 


him. 


My eyes are focused on the window, staring at the bunch of flowers that sits in a brightly coloured vase. The 
anger's rising and | want to throw them against the wall, want to watch as the vase shatters and the flowers 


fall apart. 
Just like Junior did. 


| can feel his eyes on me and | look up at him. He's curled in a chair, feet tucked beneath him and a small smile 
on his lips. He looks so small, so pale but | suppose that's to be expected what with cleaning up and stuff. But 
still. 


My free hand balls into a fist and | savour the pain of my nails raking against my palm. | need it, need the 


release. 


"| shoulda been more careful. Shoulda kept a closer eye on him. But you can't. Junior's got his own things to do 


and he left to do ‘em." 


"Dave." Her voice is calm, serene and | look up at her. She peers over her notebook, never judging me. "What 
you're feeling is completely natural. Hindsight is wonderful but we can't go back and change the past. You can't 
keep beating yourself up for this. What you did in the wake of the attack is far more important. You're loyal 
and loving. You never judged David, nor have you pushed him to return to his former self. The fact that 


you're sitting here and not only supporting him, but sorting through you own live, speaks volumes.” 


| can feel my throat tighten and my eyes begin to mist over. | can't hold back, not this time. The strength just 
isn't there any more. In my mind | can clearly see David. Clearly see him held down and attacked. Images of his 


attacker, like a police photo fit, scroll through my head. But I'm powerless to do anything, powerless to go after 


them, because | don't have any solid proof. Putting the cup down, | bury my head against my knees and let my 


grief wash over me. 


Amid it all, amid the pain and hurt that tears through me, | feel arms go around me. Strong, welcoming arms, 


which hold me tight. 


Day 1520 to Day 1523 


DAY 1520 


The sun beats down on us, welcoming us to her warmth with open arms. Sitting at a picnic table, we both 
nurse mugs of coffee, silent as we enjoy a break from the clinic. David has his head tilted back, smiling as he 
enjoys the sun 


Its tough, l'm not going to deny that. Never have | felt the pain that I've felt over the past few days. Cleaning 
up is no easy process, not when you toss in all the shit that withdrawal throws at you. As well as that, a 
million and one emotions are surfacing. Not just from what happened with David, but my own insecurities, from 
what my family did to me. From the mental abuse my father put us through. It's all there, all lying just below 
the surface. Its how we deal with it that counts and, boy, am | dealing with it. Apparently my need for sex is 
linked to it, a physical connection with another person, something which | feel my family barely gave me. My 
own cravings to be back with David on a physical level are there, a part of this twisted mentality. Because of 
it, on some subconscious level, | don't feel accepted by him. I'd never really thought about it but now, looking 


at it, it makes perfect sense. 


Putting my mug down, | reach across the table and run my fingers along David's bare arm. Beneath my 


fingers, he shivers, his smile widening and he turns to face me. 

Gently | take his hand. "I'm gonna make you a promise. When we leave here, I'm not going to fuck anyone else. 
That's it. I'm done. You were gracious enough to let me go out and have my fun. Now l'm gonna wait until | can 
be with you again" 


His smile widens and puts down his coffee. Leaning over the table, he wraps his arms around me and kisses me. 


Why do | need anything else when | have heaven right here in my arms? 


wun 


DAY 1523 

"| know who fuckin’ did it. | know who fuckin’ raped David" 

| pace the office, a veil of anger blinding me. It's just me and the therapist, a supposedly calm one to one 
session until the subject of Junior's attack came up. | need to get it out of my system. Need to draw the 
wound. It's been festering for long enough. Time for it to come out. 


"Do you have conclusive proof?" she asks. 


| swing on the balls of my feet, glaring at her. She doesn't back down, just sits and stares back at me. Heck, | 


bet she's seen this a million times before. Some craving junkie, trying to get clean, who knows, just knows, who's 


wronged them and is waiting to get out so they can get loaded and get even. 
| feel my lip curl back, know my face is changing into some grimace of a sneer. The anger's there, a runaway 


train thundering through me. It boils my blood and hands clench into fists. | want revenge. | want pain. | want 


blood. 

"No," | hiss. "I don't have conclusive proof. But | have my suspicions." 

"Dave, you cannot leave here with suspicions alone. You cannot go back out there and lay retribution on 
whomever you believe attacked David. It is a matter for the police, and the police only. And if David is not 
willing to do that then there is nothing more you can do about it. You need to let go of the anger. You need to 
channel it into something else. Your band is a good outlet for what you're feeling, not your fists. You must 


learn to send the anger somewhere else." 


That does nothing to abate what l'm feeling. How am | supposed to feel? | am just supposed to let go of it all, 
send it away to the heavens? We're not allowed to be angry any more? What the hell?! 


"To get the answers to your questions, you need to sit and talk to David." 


"And what if he won't talk?!" | storm, one hand balling in my hair. "He won't talk! He refuses to talk! Which is 


where my suspicions come from." 
Her pen scratches against her pad. Yet she doesn't sigh, doesn't sag, just keeps looking at me. 
"And who do you believe attacked him?" 


My lips peel back and | bare my teeth. "Fuckin Hetfield” 


Day 1523 cont\'d to Day [524 


DAY 1523 continued 

"What brought you to this conclusion?" 

| snarl, seeing red. The anger boils through me, a vat of molten unrequited pain 

"David said he was going out for groceries yet returned with none." 

"Dave," she interjects, "he'd just been attacked. Do you really think he'd have cared about the groceries?" 


| want to throw abuse at her, tell her how | know him better than she ever will. But | can't. I'm not going to, 
not in such a closely confined space. Turning on my heel, | begin to pace again. Back and forth across the room. 
Soon you'll be able to see the route I've taken, fifteen steps to the wall socket, swing on the balls of my feet 
and fifteen steps back to the window. Rinse and repeat. 


| try not to let my voice crack. "No." 
"Okay, what else makes you think that it was your former band mate that assaulted him?" 


| pause at the window and glance at the sun. It beats down, warm and welcoming. | want to be back out there, 
curled up at the picnic table, David in my arms. | want to feel his head resting in the crook of my neck, his 
eyes gazing lovingly up at me. | want to see the smile on his lips and feel his hair beneath my fingers. | want 


to feel the love that radiates from him in ever growing waves. 


Gripping the sill, | lean into the window, staring at the world beyond the clinic. "He wouldn't say who'd attacked 
him. Wouldn't give a description Wouldn't even go to the police. Makes me wonder. I'd opened my mouth a 
couple of weeks earlier to a journalist. Said some stuff | shouldn't have. All of it made it into the magazine, 


every last incendiary word." 
"What kind of things?" 


The interview flashes through my mind, as vivid as if it were yesterday. We're there, poor and hungry, sitting 
in a bar. We'd told that journalist that, as long as he kept buying us beer and food, we'd keep talking. And we 
did. The more we drank, the looser my tongue became until | was spitting venom about ‘tallica. | called them 
every name under the sun. Laughed and played the homophobic card, calling them gay even though my 
boyfriend was sitting next to me. 


It wasn't until | thought it over that | realised how quiet David had become at that point. Deathly silent, his 


disapproval crackling from his skin 


"I said a lot of things | shouldn't," my voice had become quiet, the rage dampening to a chilled pain. "I called 
them faggots, accused them of fucking each other. | know that Junior went to apologise." 


"You knew or your felt you knew?" 

My heart feels heavy in my chest, an agonising rock. "Felt | knew. It's the kind of thing he'd do. He disapproved 
of what I'd said. He didn't say it but | could feel it. He's the kind of person who'll go and apologise for such 
things. Even though it's not his place to get involved, he would. David doesn't like conflict. Doesn't like people 
hating on each other." 

"And this is your proof that it was James who attacked him?" 

| don't look at her as | nod. How do you explain the strange gut feeling? How do you explain that your sixth 
sense has kicked in? Still, | can't leave here and go to Het's, not without concrete proof. Not without David 
opening up at least. Once David's given me a name, then | can beat six shades of shit out of Het. As much as | 
want to go now, until | have that proof it's just hearsay." 

David's words, from all those years ago, rattle through my head. 


lm sorry. 


Sorry because he'd been raped? Or sorry because it was Het? Sorry because he couldn't tell me? My mind's a 
mess, a tangle of thoughts and feelings. | want to be free of them but | fear | never will 


"He apologised,” | finally say. 
"For what?" 


| don't know. Because he'd been raped. Because he couldn't tell me who'd raped him. Because he was scared if 


he told me. | don't know." 
And | don't. | don't know and | want to. 
DAY 1524 


The sun is beginning to drop, painting the sky a multitude of colours. The air is still warm but we know that'll 


change soon. 


It's still nice to be out, breathing in the fresh air and just.. relaxing. Hands linked, we walk the grounds in 
silence. | don't know what Junior's thinking but | know what's going on in my head. Know what's driving me to 


the point of distraction. 


"David," | keep my voice as calm as | can. "Who attacked you?" 


Beside me | feel him still, his hand clenching mine before dropping away. He stops and stares off into the 
distance and | suddenly feel like I've crossed a line | shouldn't have. His shoulders rise and fall and | see 
trembles rippling over his skin. Slowly, he turns to me, his face white despite the reds and oranges of the sun 


Suddenly he looks scared and alone. 


| step closer, wanting to hold him, but he moves away, shaking his head. His lips are sealed, pursed into a 
narrow line. Again, | moved closer, my hands held out before me. I'm scared, worried for him. Worried that 


he's going to clam up again. 


"It doesn't matter who it is," | whisper. "lm not goin’ to hate you and l'm not goin’ to beat you. | just want to 
know, at the very least, what the guy looks like. What happened gave me a real scare. And it's like I've said in 
therapy; | want to do more for you. | feel-" | sigh and shake my head, trying to keep the anger and the pain 

and the hurt at bay. "I feel useless because | couldn't protect you. Why do you think I'm so protective of you 
now? Why do you think I'm you're shadow? ‘Cause | don't want you to be hurt again. | don't want you to have 
to go through any of this ever again 


David gives me a weak smile and shakes his head again. He still looks nervous, his hands twisting together. He 
looks like he's going to run, just waiting to be startled Stretching out a hand, | run my fingers softly along his 


arm. He shudders and whines and, ever so slowly, he inches closer. He wants to be held, wants to be 


comforted. But he's scared. Scared I'm going to do something. 


"David, I'm not gonna hurt you," | whisper sadly. "I'm not gonna do anything to cause you any pain. | just want 
to know." 


He steps closer and | hold my breath as he wraps his arms around me and buries his head against my chest. 
His arms are tight around me and | return the gesture, holding him close. Gently | pet his back and hair, 
soothed by the small movements. Slowly his breathing softens and | feel him relax against me. 

But it's going to come. Its going to come out. No longer can | hold back my suspicions. 


"David, was it Het that attacked you?" 


For a breath, he stiffens against me before relaxing. It's almost as if he's received the tiniest shock. Yet, no 
matter how small he thinks it is, it was there, answering my question 


"Who was it?" | carefully push. 


No stiffening. He just shakes his head, refusing to look up at me. | carry on stroking him, not letting on that 


he's just answered a question I've been dying to know the answer to. 


I'm going to kill the fucker, just like | said | would. 


Day 1539 to Day 1552 


DAY 1530 


"| feel i nadequate." 


David tightly holds my hand. We're curled up on the floor, leaning against the wall like two kids. His head rests 


against my shoulder and my arm is around him, fingers softly caressing him. 
Our therapist leans forward, elbows resting on her notebook. "Why do you feel inadequate?" 
He sighs, body lolling against mine. "Because." 


She waits, patiently, for him to continue. Meanwhile, my stomach turns, impatience growing. | want to know 
what's going on in his mind. Want to know what he's thinking and feeling and how it relates to me. Want to know 
if it's anything I've done. 


"Because | can't have sex." He sighs again, drawing in deep, laboured breaths. "I know it's not the be all and end 
all of a relationship. But it would still be nice. | don't even feel like | want it" He shrugs, completely focused on 
the woman in the deep brown seat. "No feelings, no nothing. It's like a switch has been thrown and there's no 


turning it back on" 

She nods and scribbles a few notes before turning back to us. 

"Does Dave's attitude towards sex bother you?" 

He falls silent, stilling against me. Even my fingers stop. l'm not sure | want to hear what he has to say. | know 
its always been a bit of a sore point before us. But he's known that | have needs and has been extremely 
gracious in letting me tend to them. Now we've made the promise and l'm going to stick to it. Never am | going 
to leave David's side ever again, not even for a moment. He's too precious for me to go fucking around. In 
truth, | was callous for doing it, for walking out of the door and into every sluts bed | should have been 


there, beside him, 24/1 and not given a fuck about myself. 


"A little," he whispers. "But he loves me and that's all that matters. Others may look at us and wonder why 
we're together. Love, that's why we're together. At least | hope it is." 


He arches his head back and looks me in the air, a goofy grin on his lips. "You love me, right?" 


| return his smile. "Course | love you. Wouldn't be with you if | didn’t. And, like | said a few days ago. l'm not 


gonna run around on you any more. Its just you and me now." 


His grin widens. "Forever and ever?" 


| can't help but chuckle. "Yeah, forever an‘ ever." 


woun 


DAY 1550 
Freedom. Sweet, sweet freedom. 


We've been out less than 24 hours and already l'm lying on the couch, my head in Junior's lap and a bag of 


frozen something on my forehead. 
‘Cause you know where | went, don't you? 


Couldn't help myself. Well, you'd do the same. Wouldn't you? You'd protect the ones you love and avenge their 


pains? 
Well, | did and got a busted nose, a split lip and a black eye in the bargain. But it was worth it. Worth it to rock 
up to Het's house and see his face when he opened the door. He didn't see much else after that. Neither did | 


for that matter, which is why I'm lying here, groaning and moaning as David cleans me up. 


So." He presses the wet rag to my nose, temporarily blocking my airways and making me cough. Fuck, that 


hurt! Might have some cracked ribs as well. "Who hit you?" 

| manage a shrug and wince. My whole body feels like it's on fire. "Some guy" 
"Yeah right," he snickers, "like some guy would do this. Did you start a fight?" 
"Nope. Finished it." 

"Rigghhtt" He draws the word out in that "I really don't believe you" way he has. 


| try to sit up but a strong hand pushes me back down. “Seriously, | did! You know when | beat the shit out of 
the guy that shoved pizza in your face?" 


He murmurs and | think he nods. Can't see much when l'm squinting. 
"Well it was like that. Some guy called Megadeth shitty Metallica wannabes and | slugged him." 
He runs a hand through my hair and chuckles softly. "That sounds awfully like starting a fight, not finishing it 


"Nah-ah. | finished it. He started it with that stupid fucking comment." 


Junior's hand never stops, gently brushing through my hair. | feel myself begin to fall into a trance, lulled by 


the motions. My eyes grow heavy, my body becomes relaxed. Gonna go. Gonna sleep. 


He lifts one of my hands, locking our fingers together. Somewhere, in my dream land, | hear his voice. Hear him 


whisper to me. Whisper sweet nothings. Fuck, | love him. 


wuna 


DAY 1552 


Scantily clad strippers twirl around poles, skin soft and shiny beneath the pulsing lights. Motley Crue pounds 


from the speakers, the women jiggling in time to it. 


| lay another twenty on the stage and watch as one strides over. She grins and bends forward, her tits in my 
face. Her pink bikini top barely covers them and she's so close | can smell the perfume she's wearing. Reaching 
into my wallet, | take out another note and twirl my finger. She pouts and blows me a kiss, swinging her hips 
and bending over. | tuck the twenty into her barely there g-string. Looking over her shoulder, she nods 


towards a private room. 


Day 1553 to Day [554 


DAY 1553 
Last night. Okay. You want to know what happened last night. 


Don't worry, | didn't fuck the stripper. Nor did | fuck the hot, fresh faced twink that sold me cigarettes. Nor 
did | fuck the groupie who all but threw herself at my feet as | pounded the streets. 


l'm on a promise and, fuck, I'm going to keep it. Just as I'm going to keep on the straight and narrow. I've got 


to do it, not just for me, but for Junior. He needs me and | need him. 
Fuck. 


I'm pretty much addicted to everything. Booze, drugs, anything with sends those endorphins coursing through 
my brain. Now | only have one legal high left and | can't get at it because l'm on a promise. But l'm not going 


to hold it against Junior. It's not his fault. 


Last night | needed time to think, a little time to myself as we adjust to life outside of rehab. David's eyes had 
become saucers when | said | was going out, but he said nothing. No doubt he was scared of flaring my 
temper, a temper which has grown shorter since | stopped stuffing drugs into myself. I'm trying not to let 
loose at him but its tough. Tough to keep level-headed and remember why l'm with him. Tough to remember 
that, no matter what's going on in my head, it's got to be a lot better than what runs through his. | can't 
imagine what it's like to be in his head now that he's clean. | can tell you this; he's a lot stronger than I'll ever 


be. 
On top of that, there's a whole bunch of other things to consider. Like keeping it quiet that | went and slugged 
it out with Het. Thankfully, | think David's more concerned with staying clean than who I'm having street brawls 


with. Hell, he's cleaned me up often enough. He's seen to cuts, bruises and far worse. He's normally the one 


dumping my ass into the ER. He doesn't care. As long as | come home alive, he's not too bothered, 


woun 


DAY 1554 

"You wanna talk?" 

David's curled up in the window, Big Blue Book in his lap and idly watching the world go by. 
He closes it, one finger marking his place. "What about?" 


| shrug. "Anythin" 


l want to know what its like fo be in your head right now. Whats going on in there, Junior? What do you see? Are 
you living in the present or are you still stuck in 1185? 


He smiles a little and swings his legs down, leaning back against the glass. "Well, what is there to talk about?" 


| feel my heart falter and the breath rushes from my lungs. his is it! This is the end! He's clean, and that's it 
He's gonna walk! He's gonna walk today! 


David's smile just widens, his eyes twinkling and he draws himself back into the window. Knees pulled to his 
chest, he rests his head against them and smiles at me. For the first time in a long time he looks completely 
and utterly relaxed. His eyes sparkle and his smile is the one | remember from the first time we met. So 
warm and welcoming. So accepting of me. No matter what I've done, he's always loved me. His hand's always 
been there, his heart in his palm, quietly murmuring, "Take it, its yours." | wonder if he feels the same about 


me. Wonder if he realises that he holds my heart. Him, and him alone. 

"Come on," he prods. "What do you want to talk about?" 

For a moment my mind is blank | can't think of a thing and | realise, for the first time, that I've been focusing 
on one thing for far too long. Scrambling from my seat, | wander over to the window and offer Junior my 
hand. 


"Coffee?" 


His smile widens to a grin and he takes my hand, sliding from the sill. "Thought you'd never ask." 


Day 1555 to Day 1600 


DAY 1555 


We spent the afternoon in Starbucks, bullshitting and catching up. It felt like an age since we'd last just sat and 
enjoyed each others company. David had spent years chasing his own ghost while I'd spent years chasing the 


bastards who'd destroyed him. But there, over coffee, the walls came down and we came together. 


"Aw man, I'll never forget the look on Mom's face." His eyes twinkle as he recounts the moment we embarked 
on our first tour. It may not have been the greatest but, to the Ellefson family, their son may have won the 


lottery. Hell, even | thought we'd won the lottery. 


He leans his elbows on the table, face washed with a dreamy look as he runs a finger around the rim of his 


mug. "Yeah, she thought we'd hit the big time. Heck, we thought we'd hit the big time." 


"That's ‘cause we had hit the big time," | interject. "And we kept on climbing and climbing and climbing. And look 
at us now." A grin tugs at my lips. "Clean and healthy and on the way up again.’ 


He chuckles, eyes focusing back on me. "Hey, don't get too lenient there, will you? Don't want to be scraping 


you out of any gutters again." 


| give him a mock salute. l'm not going to slide back down that slope again. | feel healthier than I've felt in 
years and ready to grab life by the horns. Never did | think that the drugs and booze had had such a hold on 
my life. Didn't realise they were tearing me from the inside out, their darkness oozing from my pores. Didn't 


realise how shit they made me feel. 


Blowing over the steaming coffee, | take a sip. "So, favourite touring memory? And you only get one, so choose 


wisely." 


Sitting back in his seat, Junior rocks it onto two legs, eyes searching everywhere as he thinks. Beneath the 


table, his feet brush against mine and | slide a sneakered foot around one of his ankles. 


Letting his head loll back, he stares at the ceiling. | can see a smile growing, twitching the corners of his lips. 


Finally he looks back to me, grinning from ear to ear. Just from that look | know it's a good one. 


"Can't remember where we were," he starts, "but | must have stayed at the hotel. At some ungodly hour, you 
fell through door. Didn't stumble, fell Like, fell forward straight onto your face like a plank of wood going down 
If that wasn't funny enough, you managed to not crush the flowers you'd so thoughtfully stolen for me from 

other peoples yards." 


| feel the laughter rise. | can't remember a thing of that happening but | remember the morning after. | 
remember the chainsaws cutting through my skull. | remember waking up in the bath tub with my clothes still 


on. And | remember Junior studying the flowers with a perplexed look on his face. Yep, most of them still had 
their roots, clumps of wet soil clinging to them. There was no way | could deny it and say I'd gotten them 


from a store. They were out and out stolen goods. 


Across the table, Junior rolls his eyes, shakes his head and laughs. "You've always known how to make me 


laugh." His face softens a little. "You've always known how to make me feel special as well." 
Damn.. 


DAY 1560 


He sits across the table from me, twirling noodles around a fork while he flicks through his Big Blue Book. | 
have to admit that I'm not so hot on keeping up with all that. I'm sober and that's all that matters, right? 


Through the thin veil of hair that hides him | see his forehead becoming lined. Sighing, he flicks the book shut 


and looks up at me. My heart turns to stone and | don't know if | want to know what lies in his soul. 
"Why'd you stay with me?" he softly asks. "Seriously, who'd stay with me?" 


| feel my heart ache at the words and | reach out to take his hand. He lets me and | gently run my fingers 
over the back of his hand. His skin's soft, the after thought of the long bath he took earlier. 


"Why'd | stay? Because | love you. How about that?" 
He gives me a small, pained smiled and | wrap my hand around his, holding on as if I'm going to drown, 


"David, we're not alone. There are others, like us, out there. Everyone has their own reason for being in a 


relationship. Some people it's solely for sex. Some its for companionship. You know what?" 
He shakes his head, eyes dull with worry. 


"| love you, David. | love you an’ thats why | stay with you. Love you with everything | have. There's so much 
| like about you, a million little pieces of a puzzle which make you. You're cool, you're funny, you're smarter 


than the average bear." 


His eyes change at that, turning up at the corners, a small, nervous, smile playing on his lips. He moves his 


hand, linking his fingers with mine. 


Grinning, | continue, "You're talented, you're a hell of a lot of fun to be around. You make good conversation. 
You can cook far better than most fancy restaurants. You like a lot of the same stuff | do. You've introduced 


me to a lot of stuff | didn't think I'd like" My voice drops and | feel it begin to crack, throat suddenly raw. 


"You're everything | never was and you took me in. You took me under your wing and loved me. Your love is so 
unassuming, so nonjudgmental. Where others have kicked me away, you've stayed by me. You've seen things in 


me which even | can't see. You're perfect, fuckin’ perfect." 
Junior's eyes mist over and his hand tightens around mine. | can feel myself choking up. Everything I've said is 


true. Every last thing. There's so much more | want to say to him but it won't come as the tears begin to 


fall. Leaning across the table | kiss him, body shaking as he reaches to hold me close. 


wvunu 


DAY lb00 


Junior's gone. 


Day |607 to Day lbl0 


DAY 1607 
You want to know what happened don't you? 
Okay, okay, | cracked. | couldn't keep that stupid fucking promise that | wouldn't screw anyone else. 


It seemed like the perfect night. The stars appeared to be aligned and everything felt.. perfect. We did the 


whole date thing; went out for dinner, took in a movie, went for a walk beneath the stars. 


When we arrived home the place had been transformed. Candles, flowers, soft music, the whole nine yards. His 


face was a picture, filled with wonder and a hidden excitement, like a kid on Christmas morning. 


| took it slow, honest, | did. | held him in my arms and he kissed me as if his life depended on it. His whole body 
screamed to me as if he hadn't been fed in months. Beneath his shirt, | could feel his heart pattering against 
his chest, calling to mine. He didn't protest when | hooked my arms around him and lifted him. He said nothing 


as | carried him to the bedroom. 

Like so many times before, we lay on the bed, limbs tangled, lips sealed together in bruising kisses. Our hands 
rode over bodies, taking in dips and swells. My fingers slid down his back and to his ass. | gasped as cupped his 
tight buttocks. It's a long time since we last got this far, since he last allowed me to touch him so intimately. 
| inched them to the waistband of his jeans and gently tugged. Beneath my fingers, David stilled, his breath 
hitched. I'm too far gone, my cock already hard and screaming for attention | drew him closer, | tugged again, 


pulling them down, millimetres of teasing skin slipping beneath my fingertips. 


In a shot he was off the bed and pressed to the door, eyes wide and wild. His breath came in pants. Sadness 


took over me and | sank into the bed. 
"David," | whispered. "I'm sorry." 


Still staring at me, he shook his head. When | stepped from the bed, the door was opened and he was gone, a 
flash of clothes and hair, a startled animal. 


| chased him through the house, crying his name and apologising. But he didn't listen, didn't stop as he grabbed 
a bag and tossed handfuls of clothing into it. 


Then he was gone, the front door slamming behind him. | wasn't going to stop him. 


He's been gone a week now. Wonder if he'll ever come back? 


wun 


DAY lb09 


God, the house is so empty without him. No laughter, no conversation. Just stale, piercing silence. From where 
I'm sitting, | can hear the kitchen clock ticking. It's some faux-Victorian-London-train-station-style thing that 
David insisted on having. All Roman numerals and big black hands. Still, whatever keeps him happy. 


Or should that be, whatever kept him happy? 


The soul of the house has gone, leaving me with my thoughts. | know where | went wrong. | know | shouldn't 


have crossed that line. Know | should let him take the lead. But it's all said and done now. 


Right now it's me, the TV, takeaway dinner and a small pile of drugs.. 


wun 


DAY lbl0 


There's only one place left to look. l've checked everywhere; friends, hotels, alleys, bars. Everywhere and 
anywhere David would, or wouldn't, think I'd check. Now I'm here, staring at the phone, waiting for it to bite my 
head off. But, before it can do that, | have to make the first move. Beside me, there's a counter filled with the 
remnants of what | used to "calm down". And if he isn't pissed at me now, he will be when he finds out what 


I've been shovelling into myself. 

Fuck. Junior, what have | done? I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry. | shouldn't have to put you through this again. But 
I'd rather find you and say goodbye before | melt away from your life. Because you don't deserve a junkie for 
a boyfriend, not when you're doing so well. You deserve far fucking better than me. 

With a lump in my throat, | pick up the receiver and dial. My eyes close and silently | pray. 

Please dont be mad at me. Please don't hate me. Please love me. 

The phone rings for an age before finally being answered. "Hello?" 

My heart-rate picks up. "Mrs E? Mrs E, it's Dave. Is David with you?" 

| hear David's sweet mother sigh and, from the scrapping, | gather she's getting herself a chair. From that 
simple sound | know l'm in for a motherly ass kicking. But | deserve it. Deserve to have everything tossed at 


me. 


"Dave, he's upset. Really upset. Now, | don't know what's happened but you need to do some apologising. | love 


you both dearly but | can't be seeing him like this.” 


| look at the stash sitting beside me, the filthy spoon resting on the balloon of gear. Yeah, | need to do some 
serious apologising. Serious grovelling and ass kissing. But he's worth it. 


"Can | speak to him, please?" 


Again she sighs. "I don't know if | can let you do that. He's in a really bad way. Dave, I've never seen him like 


this. What the heck happened between you?" 

It's my turn to pull up a stool and, clutching the phone to my head, | rest my forehead against the counter. | 
don't know how much Mrs E knows about what happened. Hell, | don't even know if she knows about us. Our 
relationship has always eaten away at David and, several times, we've all but worked up the courage to tell his 


God fearing family that we share pretty much everything. Doing it over the phone is fucking wrong. 


From beneath my hair, | gaze at the counter, gaze at the drugs and the empty bottles of beer. Gaze at all I've 
returned to. 


"Mrs E?" 

"Yes, Dave?" 

"Can you keep a secret?" 

"Depends what its about. m not keeping anything from David” 


| take a deep breath and begin. 


Day 1613 


Author's Notes: 
Because | promised, because I\'m terrible when it comes to cliffhangers and because there\'s a bunch of work 


coming up and | don\'t want to leave it hanging!! 


DAY lėl3 


A day to pack and get myself sorted and two to get here. Even though | stopped by the city and "stocked up" 


I'm already shaking. Whether it's nerves or withdrawal, | can't tell. 
Staring up at the sprawling house, | shove my hands in my pockets and take a deep breath. Its now or never. 


Climbing the wooden steps, | glance wistfully at the swing seat, remembering the stormy summer night that 
we'd spent curled up on it. That had been a slice of heaven, a moment away from the havoc of our lives, 
listening to the rain and watching the lightening fork across the sky. Even now | can hear the rain thundering 
against the wood and feel David's breath against my cheek. 


My palms are slick with sweat and my heart's hammering. Why the fuck am | feeling like this? I'm Dave 
fucking Mustaine, all round bad ass and hell raiser. Why the hell am | getting worked up over some little punk? 
Why the fuck am | standing here trying to work up the courage to knock? 


Thankfully | don't have to. The door's drawn open and Francis looks out. There's a small smile on her face and 


she silently gestures me in. 


| take in the house I've visited so often before, the perfect neatness of it. You'd never guess it was located on 


a farm. 
"He's upstairs." Her hand comes to rest in the small of my back and | nearly hit the roof, I'm wound so tight. 


Her kindly face is filled with concern and | can feel the pain she's feeling for David. It's obvious she's rarely 
seen her happy-go-lucky son like this. 


"Please take it easy, won't you, Dave? | honestly don't know what's gotten into him. He won't tell me and | hope 


you'll be able to help." 


| give her a strained smile and nod. What? You think | was going to tell her that her son was beaten and 
raped? | just made up a bunch of bullshit. Fed her a story that explained David's sudden run from LA. It's his 


choice to tell her, not mine. 


Kicking off my sneakers, | make for the stairs, quietly climbing them before walking the hallway. Stopping 
before the final, firmly closed door, | take a deep breath and raise my hand. 


From beyond it comes a weak, "Come in" Even in his moments of darkness he's as polite as they come. Fuck, 


how could | have been so stupid? 


He's sitting at a desk, head down and books scattered around him. | can't see what he's doing, all | know, from 
the movement of his arm, is that he's furiously writing. For a moment | watch him before it hits him that 
someone's in the room. Stopping, David looks over his shoulder and his face melts from one of studious 
relaxation to one of shocked fear. Slowly he gets to his feet and faces me, body tight and hands clenched at 
his side. Suddenly the smell of fresh air and newly washed linen changes to one of fear, a stench which floods 


the room with a horrible, acrid smell. 


Its the first time I've seen David like this. The first time I've seen him scared and ready to flee. His chest 
rises and falls and his knuckles are white. 


"Why are you here?" he hisses. 


| can see that he's starting to shake and | want to step forward and take him in my arms. Want to hold him 


and chase away whatever demon has taken up residence in his brain 
I'm not gonna let you do it," he continues. "I'm not gonna let you beat and rape me." 
"Junior" | hold out my hands, my brain screaming and jaw tightening as | submit to him 


| don't want to do it. Don't want to submit. | don't do it for anyone. But, for David, l'm going to have to. Going 


to have to let him have his own way. 
"I'm not gonna let you use me," he whispers. 


"Junior, | don't want to use you. I'm not gonna use you. It was a moment of weakness and I'm-" My voice 


stumbles and falters and, across the room, David's eyes narrow, his suspicion rising. 


Suddenly he's gone, bolting past me and slamming the door in my face. My voice screams around my head, 
scorned and rejected, as | fight with the door, David's footsteps thundering down the stairs. | won't let him do 
it. Won't let him reject me. He's not going to be like every other fucker in my life. Not going to kick me away 


because of something so small. 

| sprint after him, skidding down the stairs and through the house. Vaulting the fence | take after David's 
rapidly disappearing form. Fuck, he's fast but he won't be able to keep it up for long. Soon his pace will break 
and he'll have to slow or stop. Then I'll go in for the kill. 


We pound across the field, the wilderness opening up before us. But there isn't time to admire the uncluttered 


view. I've got tunnel vision, my sight blinkered to the sprinting figure. Lowering my head, | snarl, growling deep 


in my throat, eyes firmly on the prize. 

Eventually he begins to lag and | take my chance. Easing up a couple of notches, | reach out and loop an arm 
around him, sending us other stumbling to the ground. David sprawls beneath me, eyes wide and breath coming 
in ragged pants. For a split second he stares at me before beginning to thrash, screaming at the top of his 
lungs. 

Growling, | slam one hand over his wrists, the other going over his mouth. His violent squirming doesn't stop so 
| lean my weight against him. In his terrified eyes, | see what I've become. See the reflection of the snarling, 


growling beast that's snapping at his soul. | should be ashamed of myself but I'm not. The beast is rising and 
it's going to get what it wants. 


‘I'm not gonna hurt you," | hear myself hiss, "but you've gotta stop this fuckin’ stupidity.” 


Beneath me, David tenses. He stares at me, eyes wide and rotates his wrists. Slowly | ease myself off him, 


taking my hand from his arms. 
BAMI 


Light flares behind my eyes and | grab my face, howling as | hit the ground. Fucker! | roll onto my back, a 
liquid warmth soaking my fingers. 


"Don't fuckin’ touch me!" he howls. "Don't touch me, don't come near mel" 


Groaning, | open an eye and glare up at the creature above me. Shadowed by the sun, David stands over me, 
hands on his hips and barking at me. 


"You're just like every other fucker! You don't care about me! All you fuckin’ want is a piece of ass." 
BAM! 
A foot connects with my ribs and | give a gurgling moan, rolling into the fetal position. 


"You don't care!" There's no emotion in his voice. No fear, no agony. Just pure, unadulterated rage. "You've 


never cared and you never will care! All you care about is yourself! You don't give a shit about anyone else!" 


| don't know where it's come from, don't know where it's surfaced from but it flows from him like bitter wine. 
Desperately | try to get to my knees, try to defend myself. How dare he! How dare he accuse me of such 
things when all I've done is love and care for him. How dare he when I've waited patiently for him. Fucker! 


| want to fight, want to defend myself but another foot in the back sends me sprawling face down. He's angry, 
fucking fuming, and | don't know what's triggered it. Surely it can't just be me trying to jump him? 


Crawling to my hands and knees, | use the back of my hand to wipe blood from my face. For some reason, 
David's still beside me, still glaring down at me. Something's keeping him here. 


Pain splinters through me as he grabs my hair and half drags me from the ground. 
"Come onl" he barks. "You want me? You think you can take me? Come on, then! Come onl | fuckin’ dare you!" 


Coughing, | spit blood and struggle to my feet. The rage roars through me, deafening me. | want to kill him. 
Want to beat him for beating me. | don't care that he's angry. Don't care that something's tearing him apart. 


Again, David comes for me, face twisted with pure hate, arm drawn back to give me another taste of his 
knuckles. Snarling, | grab him and, in one smooth movement, | swing him up into my arms. The craziness needs 


to stop and | need to remember my own words. Even if | want to beat him to a pulp, | have to remember 


what | told him. Remember the words | said about finishing fights. 


| tighten my arms around him, trapping his arms and legs. Still he hisses and spits. Still he calls me names. 
Never have | seen such hate emanate from him. Never have | seen his face twist into such anger. But I'm not 


going to let it get to me. Ignoring him, | turn and make for the house. 


Day lbl3 cont\'d to Day 1628 


DAY l6l3 contd 


We're sitting at the large dining table, a place for families to sit and chat. Instead of chatting, I'm nursing a 
thick head. My wounds have been patched up and now I'm sitting through the dull ache. The mirror showed me 
someone | didn't recognise. Someone with a busted nose and black eye. David sits beside me, a shadow of the 
hellbent creature that attacked me earlier. His eyes are ringed red and glistening with tears. | admit that mine 
are the same. We've sat here and confessed all to his parents. Confessed that David was raped. Confessed that 


we're a couple. Emptied our hearts to them. 


The shock was evident. First the hurt and pain that their youngest child had been attacked, that he'd never 
told them and that it sent him into a decline of drink and drugs. Then there was the second wave of painful 
emotions. There's been tears and crying. And, beyond those, there's been tears and thanks. 


But the weights gone. The guilt's melted to nothing. It feels as though we're flying. The freedom is amazing. 
Arms wrap around me and lips bury themselves in my hair. 
‘I'm sorry," he whispers. 


Stretching an arm up, | wrap it around his shoulders. | just want to hold him close, remind myself that he's 


real. Remind myself that he's more of a man than I'll ever be. 


Years, he must have kept this anger bottled up for years. And | was the straw that broke the camel's back. It 
should be me who's apologising. He has every right to lose it. Never, in the years following what happened, has 
he flipped. Never has he lost it because | spent nights fucking God knows who and stuffing myself full of drugs. 


Even now, he's shown no kind of anger over me turning up off my head on whatever my poison of choice is. 


Instead he holds me, arms tight, gently rocking both of us. | continue to stare at the flowery tablecloth, 
wondering how many times it's been spread over the table. How many family meals has it seen? How much 


laughter? How much love? 


| never had the love | craved Never really had anyone tell me they were proud of me, nor that they loved me. 


We were always running, always hopping from place to place. 


It took a skinny kid from the sticks waking me up at bam to find what | was looking for. From that very first 
moment, he did nothing but stoke my ego. Still does. 


And all | do is toss it back in his face. All | do is fuck around, stuff myself full of shit and threaten to beat 
him senseless. What kind of fucking boyfriend am |? It should have been him who upped and left, not me. He 


should never have stayed with me. He should have found someone who would have cared for him far better | 


have. 

"Dave?" 

Looking up, | find Francis staring at me, hands clasped on the table and a small smile on her lips. 
‘| want to say thank you," she says softly. "For taking care of David." 


What the hell? | feel my face move, possibly to raise an eyebrow, possibly to smile. Can't really tell, l'm in that 
much pain. And | didn't take care of him. | got him hooked on drugs when | should have been warding him off. | 
slept around when he needed me the most. | tried to fuck him when he just wanted to be left alone. | 


screamed when all he needed was someone To listen. 


There's a movement beside me and the arms move to my shoulders, still holding me. | turn and look into hazel 
eyes that shimmer with sadness. Yet under the sadness there's something else. Something more akin to hope. 
Reaching out, | gently brush the hair from his eyes, taking in my own saddened reflection in those huge, 


almond pools. 
"You've never wronged me," he softly says, one hand cradling the back of my head and stroking my hair. 


Its almost as if he can read my thoughts, read the bile and hate that's rolling through my mind. His hand 
never stops, gentle and reassuring. He doesn't hate me and sees no wrong in what | did. He's always been like 
that. Always accepted me, warts and all. Where others wanted to cut the warts off, he's left them, 
acknowledging that they'll always be a part of me and that the only thing he can do is help heal them. 


| return his gesture, my hand wrapping around the back of his head and pulling him close. Resting my head 
against his, | stare into his eyes, silently trying to chase the hurt away. 


"Please don't go down that hole again, Dave," he whispers. "Please. If you don't do it for us, for your friends, 


then do it for yourself. | don't want to lose you, Dave, | don't." 


| smile weakly and pull him close. For him, I'll do anything. I'll walk the earth, cross the oceans and dive into Hell. 


Ill also clean up and stay clean, no matter what the cost. 


wun 


DAY 1628 


We've been home for just over two weeks and l'm determined to kick the dragon back into its pit. Being away 
from David is impossible so l'm doing it as a day patient, making sure I'm home before the sun sets and the 
demons of the mind begin to rise. l'm not leaving him for anything. He's too precious for that. Besides, l'm on a 


promise to look after him, bound before Francis, Gordon and God. Not that | mind. 


As for David, he refuses to sleep beside me. l'm not going to hold it against him. He truly thought | was going 
to attack him and, as much as it's hurting me, he needs his space. He's taken over one of the guest rooms, 
turning it into a little safe haven. Every night, he crawls into bed, leaving the door slightly ajar so that, at the 


very least, | can see he's okay. 


Because I'm not going to fuck up again. I'm not going to hurt him, be it through drugs, drink, fucking around or 
messing with his head. Nothing. And if sleeping in another room helps him feel safe again, then so be it. I'll just 
bite my tongue and support him. Doesn't matter what it takes, just like him, I'm not going to give up. 


Day 1658 to Day [100 


Author's Notes: 
It looks like I\'m going to be off the grid for a while to do some work so | thought I\\d update before | 


disappear. :) Enjoy and thank you for reading! 


DAY 1658 


It started small. Started with him eating breakfast with me. Then he smiled. Finally he began talking. Now he's 


curled up next to me on the couch, his head resting on my shoulder as we weather the storm. 


Outside thunder rattles the house and lightening forks across the sky. All our lights are out, not through a 
power failure but because we want to watch. Want to watch as Mother Nature unleashes all her fury. She's a 
powerful beast and I've learned a lot through her. Learned how finicky things can be. Learned that you have to 
treat things right to survive the storm. 


Just like | have to treat David right. Apparently it's not uncommon for people who've been through assaults to 
act like he does. Some people survive and shake it off. Others go in a completely different direction and seek 
attention and approval from anyone who'll watch them. And some, like David, become shadows of their former 
selves, refusing all physical contact and burying everything deep before it comes out in short, heated bursts. | 
just have to accept him for who he is and carry on until such a time when he feels comfortable with himself. 
And even if he never feels comfortable with himself, even if he never completely reverts back to the old 


David, then I'll still love him, still stand by him. 


Its tough, but what can | do? Can't force him to do anything he doesn't want to. Although | do wonder if he's 


now punishing me for what | did. 
Nah, he wouldn't do that. He's too fuckin loyal, too fuckin’ loving. There's not a bad bone in that body. 


Outside more lightening streaks across the sky followed a second later by an earsplitting clap of thunder. Then 
it comes, heavy and relentless, pounding the dry earth. 


Beside me, David shudders and presses himself closer. He drapes an arm over my chest, fingers wrapping 


around my ribcage. Lifting my hand from his shoulder, | gently run it through his hair. 
"Scared?" 
He snickers and | feel him shake his head. "Why would | be scared when I've got you to watch over me?" 


Awww man.. What am | supposed to say to that?! 


wun 


DAY 1659 

We spent most of the night curled on the couch, watching as the rain pounded the earth. There's something 
distinctly relaxing about it, something soothing and cleansing for the soul. Everything smells so clean, so fresh, 
like a new beginning. 

Dressed in sweats and a raggy old t-shirt, he stands at the kitchen counter, carefully slicing fruit for 
breakfast. Stepping up behind him, | wrap my arms around his waist and rest my chin on his shoulder. For a 


moment he freezes and | think about backing away. | mean, he's got a knife in his hand. 


The knife slides from his fingers, hitting the chopping board and he lifts his head. Looking over his shoulder, 


David smiles at me. Smiles that amazing smile. His eyes sparkle. 

"Hi" he whispers. 

| feel myself break into a smile. "Hey. How you doin'?" 

He shrugs, the smile never leaving his face. "Better." 

| feel my eyebrows shoot up and | gently turn him in my arms. Wiping his hands on his shirt, he loops his 
arms around my neck, fingers weaving through my hair. My heart pounds against my ribs as | look down at 
him. Just holding him and his flight reaction not kicking in feels incredible. 

"Really?" 


He smiles and nods. "Uh-huh. Getting there anyway." 


Holding him tight, | stare down into eyes that are lit with the flames of affection. Something's changing in him, 
something's finding its feet and rippling through him. Lifting, | gently set him down on a stool. 


"So tell me. Tell me how you're feeling.” 


Making himself comfortable, David draws his mug of coffee closer to him. Blowing away the steam, he takes a 


sip, watching me. 


‘tm not sure." He cradles the mug in his hands as if warming his fingers on it. "Things just seem to be.. 


changing. | know | feel better. Feel more.. whole. More like the old me." 


Picking up a couple of dishes, | sweep the fruit into them. Setting one in front of David, | pick at the other. 
Whatever's happening in him is amazing and it's feeding me with hope. Hope that things can go back to normal. 


Hope that | can be the same. Hope that they'll be no more rejection, no more pain, no more tears. I've been 
dying to get the old David back. Dying to listen to him laugh. Dying for the days when he didn't hold back. Heck, 
when all this shit kicked off it felt as if we'd barely known each other five minutes. It's those memories I've 
been hanging onto. The memories of the kid with the big smile, the wide eyes and the massive heart. 


| suck sweet juice from my fingers. "So, what does it mean for us?" 


His smile becomes cocky and he gives me a wink. Dammit David! 


wun 


DAY 1100 


The house is quiet. David's gone out to a meeting. Yeah, yeah, | know | should be there. But you know what? l'm 
not into that shit. I'm not into sitting there and going, "Hey, my name's Dave and l'm an addict". It's just not me. 


It's just not rock r' roll. 


But with an empty house it's time for me to indulge in a little me time. Something I've been doing ever since | 


made that promise not to fuck around. 


So I'm in the bathroom with nothing but my right hand and memories for company. Well, its better than 
nothing, isn't it? 


Day 1124 


Author's Notes: 
Still off the grid but thought I\'d give you a little something. Thank you for reading and putting up with my 


absence! 


DAY 1124 


| wanted a normal life and | got it. Despite my struggles and despite my spiralling addictions, one thing has 


remained constant. 
David. 


His strength amazes me, silent and forgiving, never giving into the temptation which is strewn before him. Life 
has come a complete one eighty. Now he cares for me as | rampage, constantly stung by the demons that 


taunt me. The demons which tap on my shoulder at every turn, which whisper in my ear. 


Dave the failure. 
Dave the failure. 
Dave the failure. 


| could have done so much more to protect David. Could have remained by his side instead of kicking him out 


to get food. Could have talked to him instead of playing the badass rock star. 
Coulda, shoulda, woulda. 


David may have sent his demons back to Hell but mine rise on a nightly basis, vultures on the bedpost, waiting 


for me to fuck up. 


Go on, they hiss, fell him he's a wuss. Tell him he's a dork. Tell me he's never fitted the scene. Cause he hasn't, 
has he? You've had to do everything for him. You've had to show hm how fo play, how to dress, how to act. He's 
nothin, Dave. Just ridin’ your coat tails. That's why he stays. Stays for the money. Stays ‘cause people fell him he's 
great. But he's not, is he? An’ you just keep him around ‘cause you feel guilty. 


"Nol 


| don't realise I've said anything until the door creaks open. Dressed in flannel pajamas, David leans against the 


door frame. My lamp picks out him rubbing his eyes and giving a tired yawn. 


"Nightmare?" 


| grunt and shake my head. He sits on the end of the bed and stares at me. 
"Want me to help you fix up?" 


Another grunt. | sigh and stare at him. Stare at the sleepy figure. He curls his feet beneath and rests a hand 


on my ankle. 
"Whatca thinking?" 


A million thoughts run through my mind and | feel my lip curl back. Instinctively he pulls his hand away, 
dropping it to his lap. 


"Dave." It comes out as a sigh and he turns to stare at the floor. "I don't know what's going through your head 


at the moment but I'd really like to know." 
It comes out as a snarling, hiss, uncontrollable and fuelled by the demons. "You don't love me." 
Instantly his eyes snap back to mine. "What do you mean, | don't love you?" 


| crawl further up the bed, leaning against the headboard so | can glare at him. An energy crackles through 


the air, David's body tensing. He makes no move towards me, just sits and watches. 


"You don't," it's not me talking, it's the demons chattering away. "You just stay with me for the money. If you 


loved me you wouldn't sleep alone. You wouldn't be like you are.” 


Again he sighs and shakes his head. He's been through enough shit and, yet, | refuse to give up. | just keep 
throwing it at him. Perhaps | hope itll make him leave? Or perhaps | want him to slug me again, just so | can 


taste his skin against mine? 
David drops his head, hair falling over his face. His shoulders shake and | hear him let out a soft sob. 


| hate myself too," he softly replies, voice quivering. "| hate that I've spent nearly five years pushing you 
away. | hate that I've isolated you. | hate myself and | really wish | had died because | hate seeing you like this. 


| just wish | could show you how much | love you." 


In my head | hear the demons sigh and | shake them away. | refuse to let them get to me. Refuse to let them 
force David away. Sliding from beneath the sheets, | sit beside him and rest a hand on his back. He shakes, 
refusing to look at me and, in the low light, | can see tears on his cheeks. | feel fucking awful for what came 


out my mouth. It's the first time I've ever really snapped at him over it. 


"| love you, Dave," he whispers. "I really fuckin’ love you and I'm sorry for everything. Sorry that I'm a fuckin’ 


failure as a boyfriend. Sorry that | can't be the boyfriend you want. Sorry for everything." 


"David" | touch a finger to his chin At first he refuses to move before slowly lifting his eyes to mine. 


| don't know what | look like as his eyes sweep over my face. Looking into his tear-glazed eyes, | feel my throat 
tighten. How can |? How can | abuse him? I'll probably never have to go through what he's been through and all 
| do is toss my own problems at him. Despite them, never has he given up on me. Despite all I've done, he's 
never told me to fuck off, never stormed out, never threatened to leave me. Sure, he's suggested | find 


someone else, but he's never said it in anger. He's given and given and given and all | can give him is abuse. 
Gently | run my finger over his cheek, brushing away the tears. "David, never stop carrying my heart." 


He gives me a weak smile and shifts closer. Brushing hair over his shoulders, he loops his arms around my 


neck and stares into my eyes. His breath touches my face and | see the tears begin to fade away. 
Lifting a hand, he runs it over my hair. "I'll never stop carrying it. Just as you'll never stop carrying mine." 


Fuck.. Fuck, he knows me so well. Even in the darkest days of waking up in someone else's bed, my first 
thoughts always turned back to David. Always wondering if he was okay. I'm not going to go back to that. That 


much | can promise him. I'll walk through Hell before | leave him. 


David lays his head against my shoulder and | wrap my arms around him. His lips press soft kisses to my 
throat, his fingers tracing circles on my back. | shiver, clinging to him as he touches me, showing me affection 


that comes in fleeting waves. 


"Touch me." The words brush against my ear and | stiffen When | do nothing, he pulls away and cups my face 


in his hands. "Touch me, Dave." 


A lump forms in my throat and | suddenly feel as if I've forgotten everything. Again his breath touches my 
skin, his voice no more than a hushed whisper. "Touch me, Dave." 


"David, we don't-" 


His hands on my back silence me, carefully sliding over skin, fingers playing my vertebrae like piano keys. | 
shudder beneath his touches, suddenly confused. Is he going to hit me again? Will it be me he next calls an 


abuser? 


He must have sensed my fear for his lips slide to the curve of my ear, tongue delicately tracing its line. "You 


have my permission" 


That's what | needed to hear. Needed reassurance. And with it my fingers dance along his spine, feeling the 
gentle curves through the soft fabric of his pajamas. They ghost along his sides and slide over his ribs before 
cupping his shoulder blades. 


He shudders and sighs, breath catching in the way that it does when he's aroused. I'll admit that he's not the 
only one. Touching him, stroking him, learning how his body has changed over the years, is driving me crazy. 
My cock throbs against my stomach, leaving little trails of precum in its wake. | know what | want to do with 


my aching erection but | don't know if | have that clearance yet. 


His fingers whisper over the back of my neck, sending tingles through my body. | sigh and press myself closer, 
savouring the gentle caresses, the warmth, the closeness, everything. It feels as though time has come to a 
standstill and all that remains is us. Sat in the dim light of my room, | don't want this to ever end. | dont want 
the spell to snap and toss away its magic. | just want to hold him and touch him forever. Even if it goes no 
further, I'll be happy. Happy in this strange slice of heaven 


Nestling his head against my shoulder, David slides his hands down my back, touches feather soft and teasing. 
My skin feels hot beneath them, rippling with the shaking pleasure of a tender moment. Its a long time since 
I've done anything like this. A long time since I've savoured mere touches. Mostly it's been quick, frantic fucks. 
Heck, | don't think it was like this even when David and | were first screwing each other. Back then it was 
always hot and fast, fucking like rabbits in every available spot. | don't think I've ever taken the time to learn 


about this side of him. To learn which spots drive him crazy and which ones leave him trembling and gasping. 


Without breaking the embrace, | ease myself back and trail my fingers down his chest. David lets his head loll 
To one side, eyes heavy and closed, a lazy smile on his lips. Through his night shirt | trace the hard length of 
his breast bone and the gentle sweep of his collar. My fingers find the nub of a nipple, brushing over it. David 
gasps and | see his jaw tighten. Again my thumb sweeps over it and he trembles, hands sliding to grip my 
shoulders. My eyes trail down his body, stopping at his blatant erection. | want to do more, want to lie him on 
the bed and ease the clothes from his body. Want to watch his eyes lit up and sparkle. Want to kiss and lick 
and touch every inch of him. Want to him gasp and pant. Want to envelope him in my arms as we finally make 
love. He was never a quick fuck. Never someone | could toss away. Yet, whenever we found ourselves wrapped 


around each other it never felt like it does now. 


My hand trails down his chest and across his stomach. But he catches it before | can ease my fingers into his 


bottoms. 

Cracking an eye open, he grins. "Baby steps." 

With that, the spell's broken. The magic scorches through the air, catching both of us. Chuckling, | scoop my 
arms around him and place him on the bed. Lying on his side, David smiles at me before scooting beneath the 
covers. | follow and lie facing him, admiring the blazing grin that lights his face. 

"Cock tease," | whisper. 


He smirks and pokes my nose. "Ginger whinger." 


Damn, | love this manl 


Day [730 to Day 1800 


DAY 1730 
Nothing happened that night. Nor did it happen the night after. Nor the night after that. 


Somewhere, in the depths of the night, David slunk back to his own bed and | woke up cold and alone. But | 
didn't care because, deep down, in the dark pits of my lover, things are changing. Changing for the better, 
changing for the positive. Changing to give us both the life we want. 


woun 


DAY 1169 


The camera's focused on us, the interviewer sitting beside it and watching us like hawks. Waiting for one of us, 


most likely me, to blow up. 


| can just make out our tiny reflections in the lens. Junior's all smiles. And me.. | look like some grouchy hobo, 
all five o'clock shadow and sunken eyes. Fuck, | shouldn't be doing this. But the fans are used it so they'll 


survive. "Unpredictable Dave"; it's half the reason they hang around and grasp my every word with a vice-like 


grip. 


"You're both known for hell raising," the interviewer begins. "Sex, drugs and rock r' roll. But | know there are 


legions of female who want to know - are you single?" 


She grins and, beside me, | hear Junior chuckle. In my mind's eye | see him shake his head before brushing the 


hair from his eyes. Yet the question, as innocent as it is, raises my hackles. 
"Well -" David begins. 
"None of your fuckin business!" | storm. "If | wanted to talk about that, I'd go on fuckin’ Oprah!" 


Out of the corner of my eye, | see David stiffen The interviewer visibly flinches, her chair jumping back with 


her. 


"l'm here to talk about the fuckin’ music not about who I'm stickin’ my dick in," | continue. "So either buck up 


your ideas or get the fuck out" 


| see her swallow and my tiny reflection sneers. She flicks back to her papers, shuffling through them. 
Obviously there's nothing on there of any interest and she shakes her head. Getting to my feet, | snatch the 
papers from her lap and shuffle through them. Already my temper's rising, quickly peaking to match my hair. 


"Is this all you think about?!" | thrust the papers in her face before tearing them into confetti. "Who we're 
fucking. What we look for in a groupie. What we think of our ex-band members. What we think of Metallica. 


You fucking whore!" 


The torn papers rain down on her like confetti and, through the blizzard, | see tears gleaming in her eyes. 
Somewhere inside of me, the age old demons snicker and rear their heads. Yeah, they always want a part of it. 
Always have, right from the very beginning. Right from the moment Dad fucked us around. They only grew 
with the passing years, right through school, right through being kicked from Metallica. There's been no 
quietening them. The only thing that's come anywhere near shutting them up is the person beside me. He's 
been like water on a fire. But now, before the eye of the camera, he's powerless to stop them. 


"You think you can come in here and ask us any old shit? Fuck you! You're not the first to think of these 
fuckin’ questions. You know what? You're going to be the fuckin’ last." 


Hands balled into fists, | snarl and launch myself at her, the craziness finally taking hold. But before | can get 
anywhere near the bitch, | kiss the floor. My arm is twisted behind my back and | howl, both in indignation and 
pain. | want the bitch dead! Want her gone! Fuckin’ sick of being treated like some circus animal. Sick of being 
seen as crazy Dave, the guy who got kicked out of Metallica 

"Cool it," Junior hisses in my ear. "Just calm the fuck down" 

It's not going to happen Not now, not ever. 

"Get the fuck off mel" | buck my hips but his knee just slams into the small of my back, sending a bolt of pain 
straight through me. His free hand presses against the back of my head, pushing my cheek into the cold, tiled 
floor. 


‘lm not going anywhere. Not till you've cooled down" 


So | lie there, growling and hissing, the demons laughing like hyenas. | don't know what they like more; me being 


an ass. Or seeing me get my ass kicked by five foot nine inches of Junior. 
Around me, | cal hear the crew packing up. Can hear Junior apologising to the interviewer. Finally a door clicks 
shut, leaving us alone. Yet Junior doesn't move. Just keeps his iron grip on me. It does little to abate me, to 


calm the anger. 


"| don't know what you're playing at," he snarls, "but don't you ever threaten to hit a woman again. Me? Sure. 


You can beat me six shades of black and blue. But not a woman." 


Fuckin’ bitch! Fuckin’ talking to me like that! Just because he was brought up all right and proper with morals 
and everything. 


"Ive got news for you, Junior." My voice sounds odd. "Not all women are the same. Some of ‘em deserve a 
g y Y 


beating.” 


Like a shadow, he melts away from me and | struggle to my feet. He stands in a corner, eyes dark and hair in 


his eyes. 

"| don't care," he says. "I don't care what you think You never do that again" 

| snort and toss a handful of hair over my shoulder. "And if | do?" 

Pushing himself from the corner, he heads for the door, giving me his back. Little bitch! 
"| walk." 

Yeah, fuckin’ right! There are days | wish he'd walk. Days | silently beg for him to walk. 
But the one time he did walk? Yeah, | went after him. 


Itll never happen. If | can't have him, no one can. And dammit if he doesn't know it. 


woun 


DAY 1800 


Fuck knows where | was. All | remember is that it was dark and warm, a haze hanging over me and something 
sticky beneath my feet. It kind of felt good to wriggle my toes over it. Sensual almost. There were others 
there although | couldn't see them. Just heard them, groaning, moaning and sighing with happiness. Someone 
blew something in my face and it tasted good, went straight to my brain and made it tingle. 


Then arms were around me, lifting me, holding me, carrying me from the pit. | don't think | made any noise. 


Just let them carry me from wherever I'd lost myself. 


And that was how | wound up back in rehab, staring at the counsellor and trying to make my case for why | 


was there again 


I'm a rock star, it's what we're supposed to do. 

It hasn't killed me so why not keep taking it? 

All the cool kids are doing it. 

Screw peer pressure, I'll do whatever the fuck | want. 


Fuck youl I'm Dave Mustaine. l'm fuckin’ invincible! 


Why did | keep doing it? Why did | keep filling my system with drugs? Because | couldn't cope with being 
rejected by David? Heck, everyone else in my life had kicked me away so it was nothing new. Yet why does 


David's rejection hurt so much? 


Day l8l7 to Day 1820 


DAY I8I7 


Sitting in the counsellor's office, | stare at the letter in my lap. Everything else - David, my coffee, the 
counsellor - has faded to nothing as | stare at the pages of writing. 


Dear Dave, 
You wanted to know what it was like in my head. You wanted to know what | see and hear. 


Well, all | can say is | hope that Hell is quieter. Ever since | cleaned up, the memories have gotten worse, more 
vivid, more vocal. You'd have thought that, after all this time, they'd have faded to nothing and that Id be able to 
get on with my life. 


h fact, | can go for days, weeks even, without remembering anything. Then itll hit me like a train The voices, reedy 
and scratchy, tell me Im worthless, a freeloader and that Id be better off dead They scream and rampage. They 
fell me | dont deserve you, that Im just with you for the money, that Im not fit to be a musician 


Then they start with the visions, the memories. | see him,his face twisted with bitter lust as he rapes me. | feel 
the pain flaring through me, ripping me, tearing my soul from me. | hear him spit words at me, phrases designed fo 
destroy me. 


Whore. 
Bitch 
Cunt. 
Slut. 


Words we normally hear tossed at women Words to make me feel lower than low. Words to make me feel 


helpless and abused 


Its Hell in here, Dave. Every day is a battle to stay on the straight and narrow. There have been times when Ive 


wanted to refum fo the downward spiral, when all lve wanted fo do is drown my sorrows and forget it all 


But | cant. | have to stay strong We've come this far together and | can't toss it all away. Can't toss it all back in 


your face. 
| know that | make you feel unwanted and unloved and | apologise. | so wish there was something | could do, some 
magic wand | could wave, so that it would all go away and we could live happily ever after. | wish | could banish the 


voices and the memories. Wish I could get rid of them forever. 


Thank you, for everything you've ever done for me and for everything you ever will do. You are my life, my 


world, my all 

| feel my throat tighten, feel the tears sting my eyes. Lifting my eyes, | look to him, look to the man who's 
become my light. The one who's going to lead me away from all of this. If he isn't an image of true strength 
then | don't know what is. It should be me who's apologising to him. Instead, he's opened his heart and begged 


for my forgiveness. Again and again he does it, yet he's done nothing wrong. 


Sliding from my seat, | do what | did a few days before and kneel before him. It's where | deserve to be, 


begging him to forgive me for all I've done against him. 


Yet | know that he already has. He's the one who accepted me, warts and all, while | try and mould him back 


into the David | remember. 

| brush my fingers over his cheek and he closes his eyes, leaning into my touch. 

"Thank you" The words are hard to say, my throat painfully dry. 

He smiles and closes his fingers over mine. | need him. Need him far more than he probably needs me. Heck, 
he'd probably be happier he upped and left. There'd be no chasing my ass around. No dumping me in detox. No 


wondering if tonight's the night I'm going to force myself on him. He could have the perfect life he deserves. 


"lm not going.” Three words that reduce me to a blubbering wreck 


wvunu 


DAY 1820 
"What's your ring size?" | trap the phone between my shoulder and chin and reach down to scratch my balls. 
"| don't know. Why'd you want to know?" 


Sigh. | this would come. There's no getting information from David without some kind of interrogation. Seriously, 


the CIA could learn a lot from him. 
"| just need to know that's all" Fucking itches. | swear something's eating me alive in here. 


He sighs and | already know that he's rolling his eyes. | can play this game as well as he can Several years of 
him playing hard to get with what's going on in his head has turned me into pro. 


"I know you've got one of those measuring charts so why don't you go and find that and measure up the 


silver band you wear?" 


Again he sighs and | take the phone from my shoulder and tap the mouthpiece against the wall 


"Hello? Earth to David Ellefson? Are you receiving?" 

"I just want to know what you want it for?" There's a note of worry in his voice. 

"Because | want to get you a gift. Is that so bad?" 

He ummms and arrrrs | know what's going through his head. Gifts have always been my way of apologising for 
every fuck up. Flowers, food, jewellery, clothing, vacations, instruments, a car, a house; I've brought it all for 
him whenever I've done something | shouldn't have. Heck, a couple of weeks ago | was debating getting him a 
cat even though | hate the furry little fuckers. Poor guy probably thinks I've been getting drugs FedEx'd in 
Finally he speaks. "Okay, I'll go and find it and give you a call back" 


And finally | can smile. "That's my boy. I'll speak to you in a while.’ 


Once | was off the phone, | tracked down my counsellor and pleaded with her until she relented and made the 


call. | wanted to do something special, something for only the two of us. 


And, by the time Junior returned my call, all was arranged. With David's ring measurement, | made one final 


call, my heart hammering as | did. 


The next fucker that says | can't be romantic is getting sluggedl 


Day 1822 


Author's Notes: 
It might be a bit 00C but | don\'t care. The past couple of weeks have left me needing something to smile 
about. And this is it! 


"To My Friend" by Roy Croft. 
With thanks to Annxnancy for the ideal 


DAY 1822 


It probably wasn't what David had in mind but it had to be done. Something to show him that | really care and 
that all my fuck ups weren't in vain. To show him that he was worth something and that everything he'd been 
through, and continued to go through, wasn't for nothing. 


Waiting for him is excruciating. My normal punctual partner is running traditionally late and the Justice of the 
Peace is throwing noticeable glances at his watch. Beside him, my counsellor looks worried, as if waiting for me 


to flip out and lose the plot: 
| pace the room, a million thoughts whirring through my mind. 


He's given up. 
He's leaving me. 


He's been in an accident 


The last one stills me and | stare at the window and the wilderness beyond it. What if..? What if he couldn't 
take it any more and had decided to do something stupid? What if he actually succeeded this time? What if 
he's in hospital and no one knows who to contact? I'm locked up in here, only a few miles from him, but | may 
as well be on Mars. My heart thunders and | feel sick. | want to run, want to find him, make sure he's okay. 
Sweat beads along my forehead and | groan, hands clenching into fists. 


A bunch of white roses lies on the desk, a small, velvet covered box sitting beside them and | look at them, 
my heart sinking. | want him to be here. Want him to hear everything | have to say to him. Want to feel him 
beside me. | can feel emotions welling up, emotions that I've not felt for a long time. Sadness, panic, regret. 
There's so much | want to say and do with him. | want to sit and watch the aurora borealis. Want to take a 
gondola through the canals of Venice. Want to lve instead of surviving in this drug addled state. 


The door rattles with a knock and the hairs on the back of my neck rise. Slowly it opens and an aide looks in. 


"There's a Mr Ellefson here. Says he was asked to come in today" 


My heart leaps and my counsellor smiles. "Show him please, Patty." 

The door opens fully and he steps in, all wide eyes and perfectly styled hair. It reminds me of when he was 
younger, framing his face in flowing waves. Just as | asked, he's dressed in suit pants and a smart, white shirt. 
He looks beautiful, almost ethereal, and | can't take my eyes off him. Quickly he glances around the room, 
taking us all in. 


"Dave, what's going on?" His voice is filled with worry. 


Striding over to him my heart patters as | take his hands. Hazel eyes are filled with worry, smooth forehead 
stressed with lines. 


| wanted to do something." My voice shakes and | feel my body follow. "Wanted to do something for you, for 


us. To show you that I'm here for the long run" 


My legs give way and, as so often recently, | kneel before him, gazing up into a face that is registering a 
million different feelings. "David, will you do me the honour of spending the rest of your life with me?" 


Screw that we can't get married. Screw that we won't have a piece of paper to say its all official. | don't care 
and | don't think David does either. Hell, if it becomes legal at some point perhaps then we'll go down that route. 


But, for now, what's coming will be more than good enough. 


Well, it will be if David accepts. He's as silent as snow, staring at me with those wide, beautiful eyes. His 
fingers tremble against mine and | tighten my hand. 


Please. Just say something | dont care what. Just say something 

He continues to stare at me, his breath coming in short, sharp pants. 

"David." My eyes sting. | don't want to cry. 

He bites his bottom lip and gives a little shake of his head. My heart turns to stone and | feel sick. 
No! No! Dont do that! Dont shake your head 

Then a tiny, trembling smile breaks his lips and he leans down to give me the lightest of kisses. 
"Yes," he softly replies as he shakily helps me to my feet. "A million times yes." 


I'm having a tough time holding myself together. Just seeing David smile, seeing the twinkle in his eyes is 
magical, beautiful. My attention is so focused on him that | don't see the Justice of the Peace approach us. 


"Are you ready?" he asks, a smile on his face. 
It's David who replies. "Been ready my whole life, sir." 
"Then let us begin" 


There's no way I'm letting David go now. No way I'm going to get fucked up. No way l'm letting him out of my 
sight. 


Opening a small book, the Justice gives us another smile, and begins: "We are gathered here today to witness 
the blessing of the relationship between Dave Mustaine and David Ellefson Today is the day that this 
relationship changes, the day that it becomes stronger and continues to grow. The day when they dedicate 
themselves to each other as life partners." 


The words hit me like a bullet, thudding into my chest. Yet, instead of shattering my heart, they fill it with the 
love and dedication that David has bestowed on me for so many years. Out of the corner of my eye | see him 


smile, his fingers squeezing mine. 


"Today is a day of hope, a day when Dave and David demonstrate their faith and love in each other. Before 
you exchange vows, | would like to read a passage that | believe embodies the sense of love and joy 


experienced today. It's called "To My Friend" 


My head swims and my heart pounds. There are no words to describe the feelings that are flowing through 
me, that are filling me with their joy and hope. David drapes an arm around my shoulders and | lean against 


him, my hand resting in the small of his back as we listen to the gentleman before us. 


"To my friend. | love you not only for what you are, but for what | am when | am with you. | love you not 
only for what you have made of yourself, but for what you are making of me. | love you because you have 
done more than any creed could have done to make me good, and more than any fate could have done to make 
me happy. You have done it without a touch, without a word, without a sign. You have done it by being 
yourself. Perhaps, after all, that's what being a friend means." 


He looks up at us. "I have a question for both of you. Dave, you have chosen to spend the rest of your life 
with David. Will you love and respect him? Will you always be honest with him and stand by him through 
whatever may come?" 

| turn to look at David and can't help but smile. There, before me, is the cheeky, smiley farm boy | remember. 
Sure, he's aged but there, in the depths of his eyes and shining from his soul, are the boy | first fell in love 
with. And suddenly I'm falling in love with him all over again. 


My voice is soft, almost unrecogrisable. Suddenly | feel like that teenager again, skittish and cautious. "! will” 


He turns to David and | watch my lover, watch his eyes mist over, his lips always upturned into that beautiful 


smile. 


"David, you have chosen to spend the rest of your life with Dave. Will you love and respect him? Will you 
always be honest with him and stand by him through whatever may come?" 


His thumb sweeps across the back of my hand and the world begins to swim as he whispers, "I will." 


"Do you both promise to make the necessary changes to your personal lives so that you both may live 


harmoniously?" 
My smile mirrors David's and, in perfect unison, we both reply. "I will." 


| feel as though I'm flying, as though I'm somewhere a million miles above the Earth. Never had | imagined that 
this would happen. Never had | expected David to agree to stay. 


Somewhere, to my left, the Justice of the Peace asks for the rings. He could have told me the end of the 


world was here. | wouldn't have cared, 
"Dave?" 

Snapped from my trance, | turn and take the ring from his outstretched palm 
"Please repeat after me." 


With my eyes on David, | do. "David, | give you this ring so that you may wear it as a symbol of our life 
together. | pledge to you my love and respect, my laughter and tears. With all that | am | honour you." 


With shaking fingers | slid the silver ring onto his finger before letting go of a breath | didn't realise | was 


holding. Perfect fit. His smile widens and | want to wrap him in my arms, pick up him and spirit him away. 
"David?" 

His head snaps to the Justice before turning back to me. "Me?" 

Grinning, | nod. "What, you think I'd leave you out?" 

The shock slowly melts from him, chased away by his sunny disposition. Taking the silver band, he turns to me 
and suddenly the tension snaps along my shoulders. I've always been a free spirit, coming and going as | please. 
I've never been one to think I'd ever settle down and suddenly | want to run, want to hide and forget about it 


all. Can | do this? Can | honestly spend the rest of my life joined to one person? 


But, looking into David's eyes, | feel it fade away. There, in the depths of his soul, is everything | need to see. 


Love, hope, passion, need.. 


Taking my hand, he follows my lead. "Dave, | give you this ring so that you may wear it as a symbol of our 
life together. | pledge to you my love and respect, my laughter and tears. With all that | am | honour you." 


My breath hitches as the cool metal slides over my skin. I'm half expecting it to feel like handcuffs, tightening 
and locking around me. But it doesn't. It feels strangely.. natural, as if this is what I've been searching for my 
whole life. 


David's eyes sparkle, his face lit with total adoration. It's infectious, spreading through my heart and | can only 
hope that | mirror what's flowing through me. 


The Justice continues, yet | cant take my eyes off David, can't stop the renewed feeling of love that's feeding 
me all that | need. 


"It is with great joy, and a personal privilege, to declare Dave and David as the newly joined life partners." | can 


hear the smile in his voice as he says, "You may now seal your union with a kiss." 


| don't need telling twice and | slide my hands along David's jaw. Sliding my lips over his, | melt into the kiss, 
feeling him follow. 

Together. 

Forever. 


Perfect. 


Day 1823 to Day 1842 


DAY 1823 


Perfect. Everything is so perfect. Two months back, | wouldn't have thought it. Two months back, all | could 
think about was where my next hit was coming from. Getting high; that was all | cared about. Well, getting high 
and protecting the one thing that only meant slightly more than the drugs. There were times when Junior fell 
to second, third and forth place on the list of things | needed to deal with. 


Actually, it was most of the time. | could only hold it together because | was pumping myself full of shit. Will | 
be able to hold it together once | leave this place? Will | be able to say no to everything that's going to be 
tossed my way? 


Looking down at the ring on my finger, | smile. ‘Course | will. I've done it before and I'll do it again. And again. 
And again. There's no way l'm fucking up again. No way l'm sliding back down that rabbit hole. No way is Junior 


going to have to step into some squalid drug den and whisk me away. His time of chasing me around is up. 


Behind me, | hear the door to the garden open A mug of coffee is placed before me and Junior drops himself 
to the picnic bench. He smiles and sips his coffee before turning his face to the sun. His skin has caught the 
sun, turning a soft golden brown. | can't help but feel the happiness which flows through him. He's visited me 
every day since our little ceremony and that smile has been ever present. It's a simple gesture which holds so 


much for us; hope, happiness, forgiveness, a future. 

Putting my coffee down, | open my arms. "Come here." 

Sliding along the bench, he nestles himself in my arms, head tucked beneath my chin. Holding him tight, we 
stare at the sun, watching as it makes its descent, painting the sky with deep reds and oranges. Soon I'll be 


free of this place and itll be time for our life to begin again 


| can't wait. 


wun 


DAY 1840 


When David's truck turned into the lot, | felt a grin spread over my face. Done. | was done with rehab, had 
graduated with honours and all of that. It was time to go home and start again. Time to rediscover who we are 


and where we are in this crazy little thing called life. 


Grabbing my stuff, | make my break for freedom. The sun is out and the air is filled with the wonderful 
scents of life. Hopping from the car, David grins and waves as he yanks open the passenger door. Tossing my 
bags onto the back seat, | pull myself in and stop, the door hanging open behind me. 


Lying on the dash is a huge bouquet of white roses. Not the ones from a few days before but a fresh bunch, 
their scent filling the car. Slamming my door shut, David hops into the driver's seat and grins. 


"They're for you, to say congratulations." Starting the engine, he looks at me. "I thought they could be our 
flowers. You know, after the other day. White an’ all being a symbol of peace." 


| can't help but smile. Leaning in, | slide my lips over his, my hands cupping his face. Giving me the briefest of 


kisses, he pulls away, smile still in place. 


"Come on, let's get you home." 


woun 


DAY 1842 


Home. | never thought I'd appreciate it so much. My bed is heavenly cloud and Junior's cooking tastes like it 


came from the finest restaurant in town. 


Sitting at the breakfast bar, | watch him through new eyes. At least that's what they feel like like. | feel as if 
I'm seeing him for the first time, taking in every tiny detail. They way he walks, the way his eyes sparkle, the 


way he gestures when he talks. It seems strange, almost alien, as if, for so many years, I've been ignoring him. 
In a way, | have. Ignoring him to satisfy my own selfishness. 

And now | can't get enough of him. 

"Junior?" 


Turning the gas of the hob to low, he turns and rests his elbows on the bar. Resting his chin in his hands, he 


stares at me, eyes shining. "Hi" 


"Hi" | smile and, in the reflection of his eyes, | can see that, for once, it's genuine. Completely and utterly real. 


Not the deranged grin of the craving junkie. 


Shifting, | gesture him closer and he eases himself into my lap, feet hooked around the rungs of the stool and 


arms draped around my neck. Still grinning, he presses his nose to mine and | drink him in 


So much has changed over the years and I've lost track of it, never saw it. In my mind we're still eighteen, still 
young and carefree. In David's, he's twenty three and desperately trying to be responsible, trying to hold it 
together while | fuck up. And he's had to do it so fast. While the rest of us were out partying and causing 
chaos wherever we went, David stayed there, in his head, trapped by the memories. Sure, he went out with us 


but | distinctly remember seeing a deadness in his eyes, as if he weren't even there. He just went through the 


motions, drinking and drugging ‘till his body couldn't take it any more. 
Grinning, | tuck hair behind his ear and lean closer. "Fancy some fun tonight?" 


David gives me one of those looks. Its the one that says "I know your idea of fun and there ain't a snowball's 


in Hell chance l'm getting involved" 


"Come on" My fingers brush over the small of his back and, for a split second, he leans into the touch. 
"Somewhere nice. Just the two of us." 


He chuckles, eyes closing, and my fingers find their way beneath his t-shirt, my hand cradling his back. 

"Okay, | give in" He takes a deep breath, slumping down in my lap. There's no way he can ignore my painful 
fuckin’ hard on. But what can | do? It'll be a date with my right hand later. "But it had better be nice. None of 
this fast food crap." 

My lips find the gentle curve of his neck. "Where do you wanna go?" 

"You're lettin’ me choose?" he purrs. 


"Yeah, l'm lettin’ you choose." 


David pulls away and looks at me, his eyes lit up with a mischievous fire. He snickers softly and my stomach 
churns with excitement and anxiety. Of all the places in all the world, he has to pick there.. 


DAY 1843 
The Rainbow Bar and Grill isn't the same as the one in LA. In fact, it's a million miles from the one in LA. 
Many millions of miles away... 


Heck, the name gives it away.. 


Lets put it this way; David's idea of a good night out differs wildly from mine. I'd much prefer to be watching 
the baseball but seeing as he'd done little in the way of socialising since he'd cleaned up, I'd give him the 
benefit of the doubt. 


Which is how we wound up sitting in a corner booth of the Rainbow Bar and Grill, sipping virgin margaritas, 
eating pizza and listening to the likes of Gloria Gaynor and Elton John. 


Not that | had minded. Or at least | tried not to it show. Being caught in Arizona's premier gay nightspot had 
not been my idea of a good time. But the place had been so dark that | doubt anyone saw us. And if they did, | 
highly doubted that they were Megadeth fans. 


At least I'd hoped they weren't. 


The only lights had been the ones blazing over the dance floor, turning its occupants every colour of the 
proverbial rainbow. And us? We'd had a few tiny candles to throw deep shadows over our table. Tacky and 


romantic all rolled into one. 


Even if | had hated it, it was all worth it just to feel David curled next to me, his feet tucked under him as 
he'd toyed with the straw in his drink. His warmth had been a comfort, reassuring me that he'd never leave. 


His soft chuckles had tickled my cheek and | could feel him wriggling in time to the music. Yep, that place is his 
type of place. 


It had been sad that, in his new, drug free life, he'd slipped into a strange, reclusive lifestyle. He hadn't shunned 
the limelight. Just become.. more private. He goes out, plays his part, says his piece for the camera, praises 
the albums, says he loves everyone and clams up. Then he goes back to his room, or to the after party, 
plasters on the famous Ellefson smile and pretends like the world is perfect. 


Except it ain't. It might be now but | still see twinges of it occasionally, a fleeting fear that lights his eyes 
before quickly fading to nothing. He's got good at hiding it. Real good. 


Yet, last night, in the red leather booth, it wasn't there. Like a dud July 4th firework, David's fight or flight 
reaction had fizzled to nothing. I'd waited, holding my breath as | touched his cheek, but it never reappeared. 


The only thing which had made an appearance was his beautiful smile. 

Beside me I'd felt him wriggle, the beats getting to him. As he'd slipped from the booth and to the dancefloor, 
drink held above his head and that crazy "I love life" grin on his face, | could honestly believe the old David was 
back. The cocoon had finally fallen away and, in its place, stood the most beautiful butterfly I'd ever seen 

My butterfly. 


Spreading his wings for me. 


All it had taken was a blast of some cheesy I710's disco tune for the butterfly to slam his glass onto the 
table, eyes alight and twinkling with a manic hint as he'd tried to drag me to the floor. 


"Dance with me, Dave!" he'd yelled. 

"Nol" 

"Please?!" 

In an attempt to remain seated, I'd laced my legs around the table's. "No! Absolutely not!" 


There'd been not a hope in Hell | was humiliating myself. I'd done enough of that when I'd been drunk or stoned. 


Time to be mature. 

Finally he'd melted away, blowing me a kiss as he'd hopped back to the dance floor. The lights had caught his 
hair, turning the honey blond every shade under the rainbow. Curled in the booth, I'd watched him twist and 
bounce, hands above his head. 

And a thought had crossed my mind. | don't have to be mature, at least not all the time. 

So I'd slipped from the booth and was greeted with hoots of joy and hands grabbing mine, moving me in time 
to the saccharine sweet music. My hands had slid over his and to his arms, pulling him to me. He never 


resisted, just grinned, looped his arms around my neck and swayed in time to the beat. 


When was the last time we'd danced together? Heck, had we ever danced nose to nose, arms wound around 


each other and stupid grins on our faces? 


It had hit me in a rush of emotion. That standing on the dancefloor of some happy, cheese-tastic gay club was 


our first dance. 
Fuck, so much stuff we'd missed out on. So much stuff to catch up on. 


Standing in the middle of the dancefloor with people bouncing around us, I'd brushed my lips against his ear and 


whispered those four, immortal words. 
"David, | love you." 


His huge eyes had twinkled beneath the disco lights, arms tightening around me as he'd pressed a kiss to my 
mouth. 


"| love you too, Dave. Love you with all my heart." 


There'd been a tap at my shoulder and I'd been ready to turn round and slug whoever dared disturb us. 
Instead, | found a sheepish looking photographer, a Polaroid camera clutched in his hands. 


Sorry! He'd mouthed, the music killing any speech. Can / fake your photo? 

I'd looked to David and the grin on his face had said it all, 

So I'm sitting here, at the breakfast bar, the kitchen of our gorgeous home flooded with the early morning 
light. My feet are fucking killing me but my attention is on the pinboard and the Polaroid photo stuck in the 


corner. 


We look great, like we're on top of the world. Happy, in love and letting life carry us on her journey. You know, | 


can almost see David's new wings. They're there, shimmering in and out of view. And they're fucking beautifull 


Day 1850 to Day 1867 


DAY 1850 
Did | ever tell you how proud of David | am? 
No? 


Then let me tell you. Shit, | have trouble telling him to his face half the time so | may as well write it down on 
the off chance that he might get suspicious and come looking for this. 


What would have finished most men only made him stronger. He was ripped of his pride, had his dignity 
stripped away and yet came back as the most beautiful being I've ever seen. Yeah, he hit rock bottom but 
that shit's behind him now. 


He thinks he's a dork, thinks he doesn't fit into the metal scene ‘cause he's all squeaky clean and happy. But 
you know what? He's the most real one out there. He doesn't have to use drugs, drink or bravado to be 
someone. He's him and that's why people love him. He's real and not pretending he's something he isn’t. Fuck, 
even I've learned stuff from him. If | were to do this all over again | wouldn't be me. | wouldn't drink, do drugs, 


fuck around or put people down. 


No, I'd be David Ellefson. The man with a big heart and a kind word for everyone. I'd be the man who makes 
the outcasts feel accepted, makes them feel as if everyone around them are the strange ones. Just because 
you look different, sound different, whatever, doesn't mean you can't be a part of something. No, we're the 
people who made the strange normal. And part of it was down to a gangly, grinning, long-haired kid from a 


farm in Minnesota. 
David, if you ever read this, you're perfect. You're amazing. You're everything that every dude out there 


wishes he could be. Never lose sight of who you are. Never let anyone, including me, put you down. Stay you. 


Forever. 


wun 


DAY 1855 

Tonight, when | came to bed, | heard something | never thought I'd hear. Well, not out loud anyway. 

Walking past David's room is always heartbreaking. | think about us sharing a bed again, curled around each 
other, limbs tangled together. And | wonder if it'll ever happen again, if he'll ever seek out my nocturnal 


company. 


Tonight his door was open slightly, a small night bedside lamp casting a lonely shadow around the room. And 


there, sitting on the edge of the bed, head bowed and hands clasped, was David. It was a sad sight and | wanted 
to push open the door, scoop him up and spirit him away. But | didn't want to disturb him, didn't want to break 


whatever trance he was in. 


And, over the quiet night time whirr of the house, | heard him, heard his voice whispering to everything and 
nothing. 


"| forgive you. | forgive you for what you did to me. | know you can't hear me but | want to let you know that 


| hold nothing against you. | don't hate you. | forgive you.” 


His words were so beautiful, so filled with love, that | felt the tears welling up. Everything | have ever said 
about him is true. Brave, strong, filled with love. David is everything we all want to be and more. | just wish he 
knew how much others looked up to him. They don't say it but | see it in their eyes when he greets them. 
There's a sparkle, a gleam of admiration, and their eyes linger on his, trying to draw his soul into their own. 
They want to be him, want to know him, want to have everything he has. 


"Everything that's happened is in the past. l'm letting it go and turning it over to God. I'm not going to dwell on 


it any more. I'm not going to let it weigh me down | forgive you." 


Sinking to the floor, | cradle my head, trying to stop the tears. Sinking my teeth into my wrist, | hide my sobs, 
not wanting to disturb him. Fuck, so much strength. So much of everything | want to be. 


Finally his voice falls silent and my tears die with it. Lifting my head, | peer through the door. The light's off 
and he's curled beneath the sheets. Soon his soft snoring fills the air. But | don't move. I'm not going anywhere. 
| don't care how cold | get, I'm staying right here. Going to stay and watch over him as he sleeps. 


wvunu 


DAY 1867 
Its date night. What? I'm not allowed to do that? Screw you! 


Well, okay, actually it's David's idea. Always David's idea. But I'm more than happy to play along We've never 
really done anything like this before. Never really had the chance. So it's nice to finally be doing something 
which doesn't involve recording, writing, touring or getting dumped in rehab. Nice to actually spend time with 


the man | love. 
Plus the therapists say it's good for us. Will help to rebuild the relationship and make it stronger. 


He doesn't know that | heard him forgive the asshole who robbed him of his life. If it had been me, I'd have 
never said those words. The fucker would have been running for his life forever. Through every lifetime | 
would have been chasing him. But I'm not David and David's not me. | don't know why he forgave the fucker 
but that's his choice and l'm not going to question him. 


Oh, don't look at me like that. You think David's under my thumb, don't you? ‘scuse me while | go and laugh. 
Couldn't be further from the truth! No, I'm the one who crawls after him, who worships at his feet. So what 
if he does all the housework. Makes him happy. 


Well, at least | think it does. Mind you, | did try once and after swiping a vase onto the floor | promptly found 
myself banned from using anything that has the words "Cleaning" and "Product" on the bottle. No, | didn't break 
it deliberately! 


Okay, | might have done. But don't tell him. 

| look at myself in the mirror and grin. Black trousers, black shirt, hair perfect, splash of cologne. Perfect! 
"Ready?" 

| turn and he's standing on the stairs, one hand resting on the bannister, eyes twinkling with the smile that 
decorates his face. Dressed in black trousers and a white shirt with his hair feathered around his shoulders, 
he looks perfect. | lean against the wall, no doubt grinning like a fool. 

Stepping from the stairs, he loops his arms around my shoulders, fingers dusting the back of neck. Beneath his 
fingers, | shiver, my hands resting at his waist. The lovesick look is still dusted on his face and he kisses me. 
His lips are soft and there's no getting away from the warm feelings which wind their way through me. 
Groaning, | tighten my fingers around him, drawing him close. He doesn't resist, his arms tightening around me 
as he hungrily feeds me kisses. Nipping at his lips, | listen as he gasps and slides his groin against mine. Its like 


the first time all over again, the first time we ever touched, ever kissed. | want this moment to last forever. 


With a glint in his eyes, David slides away from me, his fingers slipping over my hair before he steps back 


Panting, | can only stare at him. 
"Come on" He nods towards the door. "We've got a date to keep." 


No, no, no! Fucker! 


Day 1890 to Day 1950 


DAY 1890 


| remember those days well. Remember the hot summers and balmy nights. Remember being stripped naked 
and lying on the bed, spread-eagle while David explored me. It was a first for us both, first night together, 
first time drinking together, first gay relationship. l'd never thought that I'd like men but, damn, when | laid 


eyes on David, | knew | had to make him mine. 
Except | didn't. 


He made the first move. It was David who tentatively wrapped his arms around my neck and stared into my 
eyes for what felt like an age. Then, as slow as ice melting, he'd touched his lips to mine. If it had been any 

other dude, I'd have smacked them one. Broken their teeth and bones before kicking them out. But not David. 
There was something about the way he performed such a small act, something about how he held me that 
stopped me from slugging him. 


Finally he'd pulled away, licking his lips, his cock clearly outlined by his too-tight jeans. Not that | was 
complaining. | was only too happy to drink in that lithe, farm-fed body. 


We'd crashed on the couch, surrounded by beer bottles and ashtrays and spent the rest of the afternoon 
making out. There was no rush; we were young and had time on our side. We could do what we wanted and not 
give a damn. It was only as night fell that we'd shed our clothes and crawled to bed. As darkness clothed us, 

we'd lain on the bed, the street lights turning our skin pale. Fingers had drunkenly explored, dipping over gentle 


curves. He'd knelt over me, resting on his elbows, as he kissed me, hair hiding us from the world 


The terror that I'd felt had disappeared to nothing. The voices, which screamed at me to hit him, to push him 
away, to dispel him from my world, faded away. Through the haze of the booze and the weed, | began to feel 
something. A small spark of something deep in my belly. It grew as his lips and fingers worked their magic on 


me. Beneath him, | writhed and groaned, begging him to let me come. 


Finally, he sank between my legs and wrapped those beautiful lips around my cock. It was the best orgasm I'd 


ever had. Never thought a guy could do that to me. 


He swore blind he'd never been with another guy. Told me | was his first, just as | was his first. I'm sure 
those magical lips of his said otherwise. 


And, the next morning, when | woke with a screaming hangover, he was still there, curled up beside me, 
sleeping as peacefully as any baby. As | looked at him, the hammers pounding my skull, | realised that the 


warmth in my belly wasn't from the booze, nor the drugs, nor the sex. 


It was love. True blue love. 


DAY 1910 

We never did have sex after that date. Like a married couple, we'd come home, fallen onto the couch and 
bullshitted late into the night. There's been more dates since then: dinners, theatre, baseball, walks beneath the 
moon. Nothing has ever happened after them, no matter how much | want it to happen. | know not to push 
him. If | do, he'll just flee again and | don't want to risk that. No matter how much | want to fuck him, it's got 
to go at his pace, even if it takes a million lifetimes. 

Damn, that's a long time to wait. 

But I'm willing to wait. I'll wait forever. 

Now we're getting ready to go on tour, ready to get out for a while. 

But I'm ready. | can take on the world! 

DAY 1950 

Meet and greets. Damned if you do ‘em, damned if you don't. I'm standing here, trying to smile. But it's Tough. | 
don't know these people and most of them | don't like. They crawl and kiss my ass, pretending to be my friend. 
And then I'll never see them again 

| really do fuckin’ hate these things. 

But, as management says, "gotta keep the fans happy". 

We put out music. We do tours. We sell merch. What more do they want? 

To come into my world and kiss my ass. 


Sheesh. Wish they'd all just melt away and leave me alone. 


David's in a corner and, as usual, he's surrounded by people and chattering away. He's happy to do it, but me? 


No, | can't be doing with all these people. 


Grabbing a bottle of water, | stare at it, wishing it was something stronger. Mentally | try and change it to 
vodka. Cracking the seal, | take a swig and nearly spit it out. Nope, still fuckin’ water. 


".. heard that Junior was raped." 

My eyes snap up at the hissed words. A couple of girls, dressed exactly alike in little more than Megadeth t- 
shirts and thigh high boots, pass by me. Their eyes look to me and they grin, giving me a wave and those girly 
giggles which means they want to get into my pants. One of them flicks waves of black hair over their 


shoulder and stops. 


"Hi Dave." The grin is still in place and her eyes sweep over me, stopping at my crotch before making their 


way back to my face. 

Her friend sways up beside her, hips swinging, tits jiggling. 'm not tempted, not any more. I've had my fill of 
groupies over the years and even if I'm not getting anything from David I'm not about to fuck something 
that's just hissed a nasty rumour. 

| feel my eyes narrow, my hands tightening. | hear the water bottle begin to crackle. "What did you say?" 
She chuckles and bats her overly made up eyes at me. "Hi Dave." 

"No." My voice is low, the anger rising. How dare they. How fuckin’ dare they say such things. "Before that" 
| see their faces fall, the little colour that was in their cheeks draining to nothing. 


"N-Nothing," mutters the second one. She grabs her friend's wrist and tugs. "Come on, lets go." 


They turn to go and the redness floods my vision. | grab her shoulder and swing her around, her friend 


stumbling beside her. Their eyes are wide, terror glazing them as | tower over them. 


"Don't spread rumours," | hiss. "cause one day the wrong person will hear and they'll get you into real fuckin’ 


trouble. If you fuck off now, I'll pretend | didn't hear what you said about David" 


My hand slips from her shoulder and they stare at me for a moment longer, wondering whether I'll react. | 


growl and they turn, hair pin-wheeling behind them as they flee for the door. 


Taking several deep breaths, | try to will the anger away. Cold water flows over my fingers and | toss the 


ruined bottle away. 


Where they hell did they hear that?! Who the fuck told them about David?! | haven't said anything and | know 
David definitely hasn't. 


The anger begins to rise again and my fingernails scratch at my palms. Fuckers. If | ever see them again, I'l 


fuckin’ kill them. 


Day 1953 to Day 2000 


DAY 1953 

"Dave?" 

"Mmmm?" Seated at the table on the bus, | look up, piles of paperwork scattered in front of me. 

Biting his lip, David scoots up beside me, a piece of paper clutched in his hands. Peering at it, | groan inwardly. 
It's the blanket fax | sent out to managers, promoters and venues, stating that all meet and greets, fan 
contact et al has been cancelled. Backstage passes for anyone | don't know, up to and including friends and 
press, are void and, as far as humanly possible, | want the buses to be able to pull right up to the backstage 
area. 

"Why are you cancelling them?" His eyes are hinted with suspicion and | pinch the bridge of my nose. 


No secrets. Not any more. No lying, no cheating. Everything has to be out in the open 


| sigh and let my head fall into my hands. I'm tired, drained, utterly exhausted and ready to break. But | can't 
lie to him, can't snap at him. He has a right to know everything. 


He shuffles closer and | feel the warmth of his thigh pressed against mine. A hand rests in the back of my 


neck, strong, calloused fingers gently rubbing my tired muscles. 
"Dave?" 


"Something happened at one of the meet and greets,’ | softly begin. "Someone had heard a rumour about you 


being raped" 
The fingers still against my neck and I'm sure | feel a shiver vibrate along David's arm. 
"That's no reason to cancel everything,” he mumbles. 


| stiffen and grit my teeth. | want to snap, want to lecture him, want to scream in his face. All I'm doing is 
trying to protect him, trying to keep him from those who want to harm him. He didn't deserve what happened 
to him and l'm damned if I'm going to let some slack mouthed fans to ruin his life any further. He's 
desperately trying to rebuild his life and | want it to go as smoothly as possible. No one, and | mean no one, is 
going to stop it. 


"There's every reason to cancel them." | can't look at him, don't want to look into his eyes. | know they'll be 
riddled with hurt. David loves meeting people and | shouldn't deny him anything. But he deserves far better 


than what some people are obviously willing to give him. 


"Why?" 
"David, please." 

"No, why?" 

My eyes snap up and stare at him. "Because I'm trying to protect you, that's why” 


His hand doesn't drop away. It stays, gentle and reassuring. Its how he's always been and, while the world 


around us changes, David remains the same. Gentle, loving, strong. 
"You don't have to protect me." Despite my harsh tone, David's voice is as soft as snow. 


Great, another rejection. Just like my family, just like ‘tallica, just like some of the fans, David's also pushing 


me away. 
‘I'm your boyfriend; | have to protect you," | mumble. 
| feel cold, spikes of pain hitting my heart. 


"You don't have to do anything.” He shuffles closer, his hand sliding around my shoulders, head resting against 
mine. Stray blond hairs mingle with mine and block my vision. "You're my boyfriend, Dave. | love you for 


everything you've done over the years. You've been fuckin’ amazing and | couldn't have asked for better." 


His free hand strokes my chin and my jaw tightens. | don't want to give in, don't want to look up. David gently 
grips my face and tilts my eyes to his. There's a soft smile on his lips, his eyes filled with warmth and | feel 
the chill that's taken over me begin to break. Pulling himself onto the bench, he swings himself into my lap, 


hands rest on my shoulders and his nose against mine. The smile never leaves. 


"You've been there through everything," he softly continues. "Most other men would have run. But you." His 
fingers stroke over my shoulders and around my neck. "But you stayed. Stayed through everything. Why'd you 
do it when you had the world eating out of your hand?" 


Fuck! How the fuck am | supposed to answer that? 

Resting my hands in the small of his back, | stare into those wide, almond shaped eyes. Unlike us, his eyes 
have never aged. Still they hold a hint of the teenager that David once was. Stroking along his back, | pull him 
closer. We may have changed, may have aged, may have grown but he still fits against me like my missing 


puzzle piece. 


"Why did | stay? Because | love you. Nothing could ever stop me loving you. Nothing." 


Smiling, he gently kisses me, lips warm and soft. My hands tighten around him and | sigh happily, holding him 
close, wanting to melt against him and never get up. 


"| love you, Dave," he whispers. "Love you so very much." 
Pulling away, David strokes my face and | close my eyes, leaning into his touch. 


"You've been so good to me," he continues, "and | couldn't have asked for better. Thank you for looking after 


me, for all you've done over the years." 
| smile and open an eye. "Couldn't have done it without you." 


His smile widens to a grin and l'm sure | see his chest puff up with pride. Yeah, that's my boy, all right. Damn, 
couldn't have done anything without him by my side. 


wun 


DAY 2000 


Woah! Day 2000. Never thought it would get this far. Mind you, | never thought that David would spend his 
life beside me. | never thought I'd survive the drink and the drugs. | never thought | survive the demons which 
still growl through my head, the demons of David's attacker. You know, its almost like Het was trying to get 


another one up on me. Look what I did | raped your precious boyfriend and now he'll never touch you again 


Except he does. He kisses me like he means it. Hugs me like he's drowning. Smiles whenever he sees me. 
Without him, none of the past few years would have happened. David saved me from prison, and saved me 


from myself. 


Anyway, we spent the rest of the tour having minimal contact with anyone outside of our own circle. We had 
a few fights over it, mostly between David and myself. It took him a while to realise that | only have his best 
interests at heart. That I'm not trying to stifle him, or hide him away, or own him. All | was doing was 
protecting him, even if it was in my own strange and twisted way. Because | don't know any other way. The 
only way | know how to protect someone is to fight. Because that's what my father taught us all. Run and 
fight, run and fight. Keep going, don't look back, don't question anyone. Snarl and lash out. | don't do it because 
people expect it of me. | don't do it because people want me to be Psycho Dave all the time. | do it because it's 
the only way | know how. And now I'm too old to change. Too old to heal those rifts. 


But as long as David's beside me then everything is okay. 
Everything is okay. 


Yeah, | got a scraped cheek and a bust lip for stopping David from meeting anyone but | wasn't going to 


retaliate. Wasn't going to give in and hit him back. Sometime's it's tough remembering that there's still anger in 


there, still pain and resentment. I've heard him go over the why's and what ifs a million times. 


Why me? 

What if | hadn't gone out? 

Why then? 

What if ld taken a different route? 
Why didn’t | fight back? 


The pain rides through him like the Devil, sending him spiralling him into depression Those dark days are the 
worst. The days when he can't bring himself to do anything. When you see him desperately trying to hide the 


tears. 


Sometimes he gives in and cries. Sometimes he lets me hold him. Mostly he hides himself away like a specter 


in the attic. 

He's there now, in his room. Normally the door is left ajar. 

Not tonight. 

| stare at it. Stare at the door and try to wish it open. Stare at the little wooden plaque with David's Room 
painted on it in blue letters. It always makes me think that beyond the door is a toddler, a tiny human who 
needs looking after. 

In a way, he is. You can have all the therapy you want. Can throw a hundred bucks an hour at a shrink for 
the rest of your life. But it doesn't solve that core problem. Doesn't take away the pain and the anguish if a 
grown man having everything stripped away. 

Quietly | knock and wait. 


Nothing. 


The silence always makes me panic. Reminds me of the day he sliced his legs open in a feeble attempt to bleed 
away the pain. 


Slowly the door opens and | begin to breathe again. 


Wide, blood shot eyes stare through the crack and | feel my heart break. Leaning against the door frame, | 
whisper, "Is there anything | can do?" 


Silently the door is drawn open and David stands in its place, disheveled and slumping. He looks utterly broken, 


as if his soul has been shattered once more. 


Its the first time I've been into the sanctity of his room. I've never wanted to break that bond of safety that 


he's created. Never wanted to sully his special place with my hate and narcissism. 


| barely look at his room as | step up to him. As my arms go around him, he trembles and tucks his head 
beneath my chin, arms lacing around my waist. He shudders, shoulders rising and falling as he cries. David's 
tears dampen my skin. | want to know what's causing this current fit of self loathing. What has he seen? What 
has he heard? What has he remembered? 


Gently | run a hand over his hair, quietly shush-ing and whispering. He says nothing, just hangs onto me as if 


he's drowning. 
"I'm pathetic," he finally mutters. 
| feel my heart sink. "No, you're not. You're anything but pathetic." 


David whimpers. See, you don't see this side of him. You don't see the fucked up shit he has to go through. 
You see the guy who's all smiles and whose eyes sparkle for the camera. You know the guy who's ready to 
give you a handshake or a hug, ready to have his photo taken with you and give you an encouraging word. 
What you might not know is these people, the Davids of the world, they have skeletons in the closet too. They 
need someone to stand by them and tell them that they're wonderful too. Right now, David needs that. Needs 
someone to be his guiding light, if only for a few hours. This time tomorrow he could be back to normal, could 


be back to his usual happy-go-lucky self. 


"lam," he sighs. "I'm a pathetic fuck up who should have died. Damn, | fuckin’ tried hard enough." He laughs and 
its a horrible sound, like the Devil scratching his way up from Hell. "Took every drug known to man, slashed 
my veins open. And l'm still fuckin’ here." 


Tilting his head back, David looks at me with darkened eyes, eyes which show the hell he's going through. His 


lips curl into a sneer and a shiver of fear trickles over my skin. "Why didn't you let me die, Dave?" 


My throat feels dry as | stare in his eyes. "Because." My voice sounds weak. Taking a deep breath, | still 
myself. "Because your family love you. Because there are millions of people around the world who love you. 
Because the world wouldn't be the same without you. Because the world needs you. Because it wasn't your 


time. And, most of all, because | love you." 


He stills against me, yet his eyes don't change. They're still hard, still dark "Kill me," he hisses. "Kill me and 


make it go away.’ 
Now he's beginning to frighten me but | refuse to look away. Look away and he's won. | shake my head. "No, I'm 
not going to kill you. And you're not going to kill yourself. Whatever's going on in there, you can beat it. You've 


done it a thousand times before. You can beat it back again" 


He snarls and whips his head back. Loosening his hold on me, David lets out an awful scream, hands clawing at 


his hair. The fear rises. | don't know what the fuck's going on. Don't know how to stop it. 


Grabbing his wrists, | hold him tight as he screams. Hold him as he thrashes and tries to hit me. Hold him as 
he calls me every name under the sun It's painful to watch. | don't get scared very often but this is putting 


the fear of God in me. 


Eventually | feel him begin to sag, exhaustion weighing in. The screams become sobs, the scratches become 
fingers reaching for me. Slowly | sink to the floor with him, pulling him into my arms and rocking him. Quietly | 
whisper sweet nothings to him, tell him how much | love him. He can scream and beat me all he wants but I'l 
never give in to it. Never hit him back. Never do anything to hurt him. As he's been my angel through so 
much shit, now I'm his, to walk him through times like this. 


Finally | cradle him in my arms and lay him on the bed. For now, his demons have retreated, have been safely 
locked away. Exhausted and sweating, David looks at me, eyes and face returning to something close to 
normality. A weak smile curls his lips and he reaches out to me. 


"Sleep by me." 


Sinking to the bed, | crawl beneath the covers and tuck us both in. l'm not going anywhere, not now, not ever. 


Day 2045 to Day 2090 


DAY 2045 


The rage has gone. It's slunk back to wherever it came from. Don't get me wrong; it still rears its ugly head 
from time to time but mostly David has gone back to being David. It's nice, peaceful even. | can feel myself 


settling into a rhythm, a life which | enjoy. 


Never did | think it would get this far. | never thought that David would remain with me for so long. Because 
I've put him through some real shit, stuff he didn't need while he's been recovering. | suppose | could say "at 
least | didn't beat him", but the psychological shit is far greater than that. He's scraped me from drug den 
floors. He's put up with me while I've gone and fucked around. He's stood by me even when I've tried to force 
myself on him. Now | know that I'm in the wrong. None of it is his fault. All of it is mine, a sick and twisted 
brain which can't cope unless there's someone beside me, someone who loves and adores me. And | wonder if 
how much of what | put him through was some kind of sick way of trying to get him to pay me more 
attention. Because he wasn't giving it me between the sheets so | had to get it any other way | could, even if 
it meant nearly killing myself. 


Fuck, I'm one sick bastard. And he's stayed. Stayed beside me. | always wonder if there's some deeper reason 
for his staying and not just that he loves me. Wonder if, somewhere back in his childhood, there was 


something he was craving and didn't get. 


Nah, he had a perfect childhood. Nothing compared to mine. He stays because he loves me and nothing more. 


woun 


DAY 2090 


He gave me a list of directions, pushed me out to the car and told me to drive. | felt like the Presidents 
chauffeur. 


So imagine my complete surprise when we pulled up outside a sex shop. Not some seedy backstreet place with 
blacked out windows and a discreet sign which said "Adult Bookstore", but a smart, brightly lit boutique. 
“Arabian Nights" was written above the door in scrolling pink letters and its windows were filled with sexy 


outfits. 


Turning to him, I'd raised an eyebrow. David had just smiled and given me a little shrug before slipping from 
the car. To say that | almost fell from the car is an understatement. | only hope that he didn't see me 
following him like a doe-eyed puppy. 


Something was going on in his brain and | wanted to find out. Walking into the store, he'd swept up a smart 
wicker basket and started to browse. Mouth open, I'd stood in the doorway and looked around. Looked at the 


outfits and the toys and everything else in between. What the hell was he thinking? This was the man who 


hadn't even entertained the thought of sex in over five and a half years. 

Dragging my jaw from the floor, I'd followed him, as quiet as a mouse. He'd paused at the outfits, fingers 
running over delicate straps. He's picked up a pair of pair of black leather cuffs and turned them over before 
returning them to the shelf. Slowly he'd wound his way among the shelves, oblivious to everything except the 


moment. 


Laying a hand on his shoulder, I'd gently turned him to face me. David gave me a small smile and | could see 


the basket shaking in his hands. 

"David, you don't have to be in here" My voice had been soft, filled with concern. 

His smile grew and he shuffled closer, his hand sliding along my waist. Beneath his fingers, I'd shivered, the 
hackles on my neck rising. Something incredible was beginning to happen. Something akin to his shattered soul 
finally finding its way back together. 


"I want to," he'd softly replied. "| need to be prepared. Need to be ready." 


| could see him shaking, could feel his trembles beneath my fingers. Brave. That's what he was for stepping 
into that shop. It took some fuckin’ balls for him to decide he wanted to be there, browsing and buying. 


I'd draped an arm around his shoulders and pulled him closer, pressing a kiss to his head. Fuck. Fuck. | couldn't 


even imagine what was going through his head. 

Resting his cheek against my shoulder, he'd smiled up at me. "Come on. | want you to help me choose." 

Sliding away from me, David took my hand and slowly we'd strolled the tea green carpet. Stopping at a shelf of 
lubes, David had quietly and slowly considered each one, taking the bottles and turning them over. Reading 
every little piece of information IT was as if he were savouring it again. Savouring the moment of stepping 


back into a life he thought he had lost. 


| didn't know what to think. | didn't know what to say. All| could do was watch, holding his hand and never 
wanting to let go. 


"Which do you prefer?" he'd asked. 
Shaking my head, I'd taken a deep breath. "Whichever one you like, I'll like. | promise." 


That Ellefson smile had lit his face like fairy lights, eyes twinkling and he'd dropped three different bottes into 
the basket. Giving my hand a gentle tug, we stepped further into the store. 


Over the course of an hour, David carefully selected a myriad of different items. My normally frugal 


boyfriend had obviously been in need of a spending spree. His basket had been overflowing with silk scarves, a 
blindfold, several dildos and vibrators, a pair of padlocked leather cuffs and a riding crop. Enough to set up his 


own sex shop. 


There had been no fear as he'd walked to the check out, a grin on his face as the painfully polite woman had 
totalled his purchases. 


$223.19. 
On sex Toys. 


But | wasn't going to deny it him and, when David reached for his wallet, I'd laid my hand over his and shook 


my head. There was no question he was going to pay. 


He's in bed now, curled beneath the covers and his purchases carefully packed away. Whether we'll see them 
or use them is yet to be seen But it took amazing bravery on his part to even consider stepping into that 
store. | still can't even comprehend it. Can't find the words to describe it. Whatever's happening is nothing 


short of amazing. 


Day 2095 to Day 210! 


DAY 2095 
If David's thinking of sleeping with me again then there's something | need to do. 


Which is why l'm sitting in the sexual diseases department at the hospital. | can't remember half the people 
I've fucked and | doubt | used protection. So | need to get checked out. | don't care how much | have to pay. 
David's worth every cent. Even if | have to pay to get something cleared up. It's all for him, all for us. All for 


our future. 


It's like waiting for the results of some strange game show. No one looks at each other. No one speaks. It's like 
a badge of humiliation, sitting here and waiting. Everyone knows why they're here and no one is going to speak 


up. | flick through a year old magazine, not really reading. Its just something to pass the time. 


David's not with me. | don't want to put him through this, even though | know he'd be here in a heartbeat, 
faithfully holding my hand. | refuse to rub his face in my past. Refuse to remind him that, while he was curled 
on the couch, heartbroken and drinking himself into oblivion, | was out fucking anything with a pulse. No matter 
how you put it, no matter how many times he gave me permission, it was still cheating. It was still me taking 
myself away from the one person who truly loves me. 


A nurse strides into the waiting area and every person turns to look at her, fear written into their faces. She 


glances at the clipboard in her hands. 
"David Scott Mustaine?" 


Taking a deep breath, | get to my feet and follow her. Please God, if you're listening, let everything be okay. Let 
me be healthy and well. 


wun 


DAY 210l 


It's back to the hospital for the results. David doesn't know and | have no plans on telling him. Well, not unless 
something really drastic is wrong. 


My hearts in my mouth as | walk back into the clinic. As before, it's packed with people staring at the floor. 
They make us wait for a reason Its to make us feel guilty for not taking care. It's to make us stare at the 
safe sex posters that litter the walls, garish images of condoms and super-magnified bacteria and gory tales 


of what's happened to people who've contracted some strange STD. 


Leaning over the reception desk, | whisper my name to the bored nurse. She ticks a list and nods to the waiting 


room. Finding a seat between a spotty teenage boy and a girl with long, bleached blonde hair, | join them in 
staring at the floor. Silently | count the black and white tiles. From where | sit, there's forty black tiles to the 
door. Its something to take my mind off what's to come. Years of screwing around and not using protection 


have got to have left something behind. | can't be that lucky. 

My stomach aches with the worry, the bile rising. I've been so fuckin’ stupid, always thinking of myself. | could 
tell myself that | never thought that David would ever want to sleep with me again. But that's not true. I've 
thought about it every day. Silently pleaded with him. Desperately prayed to whatever god is watching. Now he 
does and l'm in deep, deep shit. My past is catching up with me far faster than | expected it to. Fuck, | don't 
deserve to be with him and if the nurse tells me that I'm never to touch him again then I'm going to have to 
accept it. 

One white tile, two white tiles, three white tiles, four white - 

"David Scott Mustaine?!" 

FUCK! 

Looking up, | stare at the stern looking nurse and get to my feet. She leads me passed the other unfeeling 
people and into a small room. Like the waiting room, the walls are littered with safe sex posters and there's a 


bowl of condoms on the desk. She runs her finger down the clipboard. Doesn't even look up as she speaks. 


"Okay, we tested you for Chlamydia, CMV, Crabs, Scabies, Gonorrhea, Hep B, Hep C, Herpes, HIV, HPV, NGU and 
Syphilis.” 


Fuck. That's one long list. Swallowing against my dry mouth is difficult and | watch her face for any kind of 


emotion. 

Nothing. 

Nada 

Not a flicker. 

"The good news is that you're clean of everything," 

YES! YES!| want to punch the air, want to scream and do a lap of the clinic. 


Then she looks up and | can tell something's wrong. Really wrong and the excitement ebbs away, leaving a 


painful lump in my stomach. 


"Except for your HIV results. There's been a problem with them." 


"WHAT?" OF all the things in the world, that's the one I've been dreading and | feel my vision begin to swim. 
That's it. Its over. The second | get home, I'm sorting everything out. David can have the lot but | refuse to 
keep him in a relationship where there's the possibility that I've passed, or will pass, something on to him. The 
house, the cars, the money, the band - it's all his to do with as he pleases. I'm leaving and letting him have 
the life he deserves. 

FUCK! We've touched. We've kissed We've swapped saliva. What if it's got him as well? No, no, no! No! | can't 
give him that kind of life sentence. He doesn't deserve it. He's done nothing to have to spend the rest of his 


days worrying about when it's finally going to come for him and drag him to an early death. 


She shakes her head. "They just need retesting. They came back inconclusive so they've asked you to come 


back in another month. It'll give us more time to work on them 

"But you could have called me?!" My voice is strained and i's painful to talk 

"We prefer to tell you face to face, especially if your partner doesn’t know that you're here" 
Suddenly | feel drained and | slump against the chair, my hands over my face 

"Do you plan to have sexual intercourse with your partner at any time over the next month?" 
"| dont know," | mumble between my fingers. "Might do. 


Don't think | will My sex drive's just died, along with my life. But this isn't about me. If David wants sex then 


I'm going to have to rise to the occasion. 
"Okay. Well, HIV rarely transfers via saliva but you still need to take precautions." 


Glimpsing through my fingers, | watch as she places a box of condoms on the desk. Dropping my hands, | pluck 
them from the desk and stare at them. Safety. David's safety. Mine doesn't matter at this moment. 


She scribbles something on a pad and tears off the page. "We'll see you again in thirty days." 
| sway as | get to my feet, the paper and condoms stuffed in my pocket. Through the door, down the corridor 
and back out in to the sun. Leaning against the car, | stare at the sky, weighing up my options. Do | tell David? 


Or do | wait until retests have been done? 


He's my partner, my lover and | shouldn't be keeping anything from him. Getting into the car, | rest my head 
against the steering wheel and sigh. 


Dave the fuck up. 


| have this time. Really and truly fucked everything up beyond all belief. 


Day 2105 to Day 2199 


DAY 2105 
| David Scott Mustane, hereby relinquish all the below listed assets to the control of David Warren Ellefson. 

| David Scott Mustane, hereby relnquish all control of Megadeth, Inc to David Warren Ellefson. 

| David Scott Mustane, will continue to make the necessary payments upon the below listed assets. 

Fuck. 

Reams and reams of paperwork, all saying the same thing. No longer do | live here. No longer do Il own 
anything. All of it now belongs to David, and rightly so. While he was rebuilding his shattered life, | went out 


and fucked it up for both of us. This is the least | can do. 


Laying my head on the table, | watch as the papers are packed into a cardboard crate. Time to get them 


home, get them signed, pack up and leave. David deserves this life far more than | do. 
DAY 2106 


Waiting for David. It's painful. Far more painful than anything I've ever done. Far more painful than waiting for 


those damned results. 

Sitting at the breakfast bar, | survey the sea of paperwork. There's a pen sitting beside it, silently accusing 
me. | can take it. Can take all the accusations. Can take whatever David will throw at me when he walks 
through that door. 

The front door clicks and | rise from my seat. 


"Dave? Dave?" 


| don't say anything, just wait for him to walk into the kitchen When he does, the smile on his face disappears 
and the bags he's carrying slip to the floor. 


"What's going on?" 
| wave my hand over the papers, the sickness swirling in my stomach. "Come and take a seat" 


Slowly he walks towards me and pulls himself onto a stool. "Dave." 


Sitting, | stare at him, taking slow, deep breaths. | want to cry, want to hug him and tell him its all going to be 
okay. But it's not. 


"When we went to the sex shop, | decided | had to do something.’ My mouth feels dry and | struggle to find 
the words. "l-I went to the hospital, to get myself checked out. Didn't want to pass anything on to you. 
Everything came back clean-" 


"So what's the problem?" David's eyes are wide, filled with concern. 


Licking my lips, | look him straight in the eye. | refuse to look away. Anything less would be demeaning to him. 
"Everything came back clean except for the HIV test 


"What?! Dave, do you~?" 
| hold up a hand, the sweat prickling my neck. "The results were inconclusive. But | can't do this, David. | can't 
leave you with this life. So everything's now yours. You've just got to sign everything and I'm gone. The band, 


the houses, the cars - everything. It's yours." 


He screws up his face. "Hang on. The test was inconclusive? That means you may have it. Or you may not? We 


don't know yet" 
| nod. 
"So why are you giving me everything?" 


"Because you deserve it. I've put you through so much shit and | cant force you to live with someone who 


can't" | stall, my heart pounding. "Who can't perform for you without risking infecting you." 
David just stares at me, forehead lined with confusion. 
"But you could be clean" 


"| might be. On the other hand, | might not be. | want to be prepared." 


Sliding from his seat, David walks around to me and nudges my legs apart. Standing over me, he stares down 


into my eyes, face soft and filled with concern 
"And you think that if you're HIV positive that | won't love you anymore?" 
Again, | nod. 


Slowly he shakes his head, a sad smile crossing his lips. "Oh, Dave. How wrong you are. l'm not going to stop 


loving you because of some disease. Yeah, it'll be tough but there's ways and means. Fuck, I'm not leaving you 


because of that and | don't expect you to go. You make me happy in so many ways." 

| can feel it coming, feel the ache of love filling my soul. 

‘lm not going anywhere, Dave. Just like you've stayed by me all these years. I'm going to do the same for 
you." He sighs and loops his arms around me, pulling me close. "Why didn't you tell me you were going to the 


hospital? I'd have gladly come with you." 


Sighing, | lay my head against his chest and drape my arms around his waist. "Cause | didn't want you to know. 
Just in case something like this happened." 


"But something did happen. | could have been there. Given you some support” 
| swallow, drinking in his strength. "Couldn't rub your face in it. Couldn't rub your face in what I'd done to you." 


His hands gently stroke the back of my head. "We had a ceremony, we have rings, we made promises to each 


other. l'm not going anywhere. We're here to support each other." 


True, it's all true and, beneath his fingers, | feel myself shake. "I don't care what happens," he whispers. "I don't 


care if you have this fucking disease. I'll still love you and I'll still stay with you." 


woun 


DAY 2131 


The waiting room is becoming my second home. The only thing which changes are the faces. Except for mine. 


lm the only one who seems to live here, held in a suspended animation as | wait to hear my fate. 


The only thing which has changed is the person beside me. No amount of reasoning was going to make David 
stay at home and he sits beside me, clutching my hand as we wait to hear the results. We sit and silently 
count tiles. | wonder if David is praying as hard as | am? Wonder if he's chatting to some unseen entity? 


Behind my ribs, my heart thumps, the sickness a heavy stone in my stomach. Come on! | want to get it over 


and done with. 


The scream of my name jolts me to and | look to David. His face is pale and he nods before helping me to my 
feet. Hand in hand, we take the slow walk to the nurse's office. 


Hanging onto David, | sit. | don't want to let him go, need his silent strength beside me. His fingers gently rub 
the back of my hand in slow circles. Taking a deep breath, | stare at the nurse, studying her as she flicks 
through her notes. 


"We've retested your sample," she begins. 

Please, please, please let it be clean 

"As you know, the original teats were inconclusive." 

| know! | know! Just get on with it! For fucks sake, | cant take this! | bite my lower lip and taste blood. David leans 
closer, resting against me. I'm so thankful that he's here. | don't know why | didn't want to tell him. He's my 
boyfriend, my lover, the person | pledged my life to and, yet again, | was determined to keep something from 
him. Something so huge and momentous and | was just going to push David to one side. 

"You'll be pleased to know that the tests have come back clear." 

"What?!" My head snaps up, unsure if I've heard her right. 

Her face is still stony, still without emotion But there's something swimming in her eyes, something which 
looks like pride or happiness. It's only there for a moment before it goes. She obviously knows what people are 
going through. 


"They're clear. There's no trace of the virus in your system." 


| laugh, although | don't feel like I'm in my body. | feel as though I'm floating away, happy, elated. David's hand 


tightens around mine and he kisses my cheek, whispering congratulations in my ear. 
"Just remember to take precautions from now on | don't want to see you again, Mr Mustaine." 


| nod and laugh again, the sound ringing off the walls. She hands me another box of condoms and, feeling as 


light as air, | leave the office, my amazing and loving boyfriend beside me. 


wun 


DAY 2lb1 


Clean. 
Clean. 
Clean. 


Even now, the words ring through my head, 
Clean. 


Clean. 
Clean. 


Clean of disease. Clean of illness. Clean of anything which could harm David. Ready to begin living life again. 
We're curled on the couch, watching some old b-movie. David has his head against my chest, an arm draped 
over me. Everything is perfect. Life is perfect. Can't believe it. So happy. So in love. So ready for whatever life 
throws at us. 

"You know they can be killed by sea water?" 

| look down to the mess of blonde hair on my chest. "Huh?" 

"The aliens. They can be killed by sea water. 

| swat the back of his head. Thanks for that. Not! And what does he do? Looks up at me and grins. 

DAY 2199 

"Dave?" 

Hold on. 

Oh. 


Oh 


Gotta go. 


Day 2199 continued 


"Dave?" 
Hold on 
Oh. 

Oh 
Gotta go. 


He's standing in the doorway, wearing nothing but one of my flannel shirts. | didn't even know he had it. He 


must have secreted it away when | wasn't looking. 


Still, even on his lean, post-health kick body, it seems to drown him. His hands disappear into the sleeves and it 
falls over his impossibly long legs. He looks innocent standing there with it slipping from one shoulder, a blank, 


almost distant look on his face. 


He doesn't move as | slip from the couch. Just waits for me to walk up to him. He says nothing as he turns 


and makes for the stairs, bare feet noiselessly picked out each step. 


At the brow of the stairs, | let my fingers brush where his wrist should been and he finally stops, pulled 


from the trance he'd been in. 

"We don't have to do this," | whisper. 

David's face never changes but his shoulders shudder as if he's trying to fight of some emotion 
"| want to," he softly replies. "It's time." 


When | step closer, he doesn't move. Just allows me to scoop him up and carry him over the threshold to his 


room. 


Even in the low light of his room, lm been able to make out its basic features. A bedside table with a small 
lamp, a framed photo of us and a carved wooden box. A walk in closet, its doors closed. A dresser littered with 


his jewellery and various bits and pieces. And, on the wall, the Serenity prayer painted in scrolling letters. 


God, grant me the serenity fo accept the things | cannot change, 
Courage to change the things I can, 
And wisdom to know the difference. 


David changed me. Changed me into a better person. Only now can | see it. To the outside world | may still look 
impatient and bullish, forever running my mouth. But here, behind closed doors, things are different: 


Gently | place him on the floor and wait for him, watching him. He takes deep breaths, eyes on me. It's as if 
he's weighing things up, the pros and the cons. Can he step across that barrier he's built and back into my 


arms? 


With baited breath, | wait, continuing to watch him until he slowly walks up to me, hands sliding along my jaw 
and into my hair. My breath stills and my heart thunders as | look down into his eyes, the low light picking out 


every tiny emotion. Pain, hope, anxiety, love. 
And the greatest of those is love. 


Slowly, as if dealing with a frightened animal, | lift my hands and drape them around his shoulders. He stills, 
body trembling and determination setting his face. In his eyes, | can see him fighting his flight response, 
desperate to hold his ground and see the night to the end. | don't speak, don't move, just let him take the lead. 


Cautiously he takes another step and closes the gap between us. He stares into my eyes and presses himself 


close. Beneath the shirt | felt his heart pound, beating the same thunderous rhythm as mine. 


His arms tighten around my neck, fingers knotting in my hair. And, like the slow coming of spring, he presses 


his lips to mine. 


We stand like statues, our lips barely touching. His breath gently tickles my face and | just want to sink to the 
floor. Everything swims and my body feels as if it's from water. So long, we've waited so very long for this 
moment. With a shuddering breath, he kisses me, his lips finally teasing mine to follow. What begins as gentle, 
feather light touches turns into passionate kisses, tongues sliding over one another. Hungry and brutal, they 


speak a thousand words. Speak of confidence, of love, of oceans of lost time, of healing. 


We cling to one another like men possessed, each desperate to devour what has longed been denied. When 
David's knees buckle, | barely break the kiss to scoop him up. Gently | lay him on the bed and pull back to 
stare at him. With hair spread across the pillows and the shirt dipping from one shoulder, he looks like a fallen 
angel. Perhaps he is. 


All those moments of teasing, all the kisses, the trip to the sex shop, the months of counselling; finally they're 
paying off and | have the opportunity | never thought | would ever have again. My heart aches for ever lost 
second of our lives, lost seconds which lim determined to recapture. He loves me. David loves me and has 


dredged the depth of his soul to show me. 


Stretching beside him, | run my fingers over his cheek, my lips following them. Turning his head, David looks at 
me and lifts a hand, returning the tiny gesture. 


"Do you want to do this?" My voice is pained, breathless, heart hammering. 


A tight smile slides over his lips and he nods. Cupping his face, | kiss him, kiss him like | mean it and draw him 
into my arms. There is no resistance and he allows me to pull him close. All| want to do is bury my face in 


his neck and cry, cry and thank him a million times. 


Just as when he was younger, David drapes himself around me, arms around my neck and leg locking around 
mine. Beneath the shirt | feel his erection rub against my stomach and | roll him onto his back Dark eyes 


stare up at me, his chest rising and falling, hands loose at my shoulders. 
Running a finger down the buttons of the shirt, | nod towards it. "Can 1?" 


For a moment, David stills, completely focused on my face. Then he nodded and | slowly picked at the buttons 
and carefully slide it from his body. David lies beneath me, completely exposed and without a flicker of fear on 
his face. Holding my breath, | run my fingers down his chest, watching as he smiles, skin trembling beneath my 
touch. Reaching out, he gently touches my face. 


It's been so long," he whispers. 
| smile and press a kiss to his breastbone, gazing at him. "It has. Glad you chose me." 


His smile widens and he reaches out, pulling me back for another kiss. Not wanting to break away from David, | 
fumble first with my jeans and then with my shirt. Warm air floods over my skin, making me shiver. Beneath 
me, David is wound as tight as a spring, his hands tightening around me. | kissed his cheek, his neck, his 
collarbone, his chest, savouring the taste of his silky smooth skin. Flicking my tongue across his nipples, | grin 
as he shudders. Moving lower, | kiss my way to his painfully hard cock, my tongue lapping at the head, tasting 
his pre-cum. David shivers and moans, fingers tangling in my hair and | wrap my lips around him, gently 
sucking. Above me, | hear a strangled sob and, a second later, he comes, his semen flowing down my throat. 


But | didn't care. This is for David. 


Licking my lips, | slowly get to my knees, shaking. It was happening. The world has come a full circle and I'm 
here, lying on the bed with my gorgeous boyfriend. David's shaking, eyes closed and skin flushed. A hot, cloying 


sense is enveloping me, nicking beneath my skin and into my blood. 
Lying back beside him, | gently kiss his cheek. "Was that the-?" 


He nods, chest rising and falling as he draws in deep breaths. Fuck. That was the first time he'd let himself do 
that since the attack. Six years. Six long and lonely years. Moving closer, | kiss him, my fingers trailing over his 
body, relearning every tiny of inch of it. The feeling grows, taking over me, clasping my very being. | want him, 


need him, have to wrap myself in his scent. My own cock is hard, pre-cum damp against my stomach. 


My fingers ride over his skin and finally find his cock. Already he's hard again, trembling beneath my touches. 
Never does he lift his hands to touch me but | don't care. This is David's moment, the time when he finally 


kicked the demons from his mind once and for all. 


| wrap my fingers around his manhood and gently ask, "Can |?" 

David just nods, eyes flickering open to look at me. "Do it. Do it, Dave." 

My breath hitches and, once more, | kneel over him. Whats going through his mind? What's he feeling? 
"You okay?" 

He nods, eyes falling closed and reaches out, hands sliding over my body. Giving in to his touch, | kiss him. Kiss 
his throat, his chest, his ribs. Let my fingers grip his tight flanks. Sighing, | dip my hands between his legs, 
stroking his taut thighs. 

"Dave... 

Nervously | look around myself. "Where do you keep-?" 

Shuffling from under me, David rests on an elbow and opens the wooden box. Plucking a bottle from it, he 
smiles and hands it to me. No fear. Nothing. Whatever's been living in him has gone. Lying back against the 


pillows, he timidly spreads his legs and nods. 


Nerves. That's what's going through me. | feel like I'm a teenager again, getting ready to spend my first night 
with David. Only this time we're both clean and healthy, able to savour and enjoy our time together. 


| can't stop looking at him. He's so beautiful, so handsome. While | was fucking up my life, he grew and turned 
into the most amazing person on the face of the planet. He smiles up at me and softly touches my face. 


"Do it," he quietly repeats. 


l'm not going to turn him down and | pop the lid on the bottle of lube. The sweet scent of strawberry drifts 
up to my nose. It reminds me of summer days, of sitting on the beach, David by my side. It reminds me of all 


the good in the world. 


Wriggling, David chuckles and shuffles down the bed, wrapping a leg around my waist, his cock bouncing against 
his flat stomach. "Come on. Want you to make me happy.” 


There! That's him. That's the David I've been waiting to see again. Happiness floods me and | desperately try to 
hold myself together. It's not easy. All | want to do is cry, hold him and cry. But there are other things which 


need seeing to first. 


Squeezing some lube onto my fingers | gently push one into David. He flinches and whines, body tensing. | have 
to remember that it's been six years and that the last time he did this there was no lube, no gentleness, no 


love. 


"Easy." | whisper, my free hand gently rubbing his legs. "Relax." 


Gritting his teeth, he nods, eyes squeezed shut. Taking a deep breath, | carefully ease my finger in He tenses 
and groans and | watch him, ready for any sign that | need to stop. 


"Do you want me to stop?" 

David shakes his head, eyes still closed. 

"I'm not gonna push you." 

He coughs and chokes, lifting his head from the pillows. "I know. Just -" 

"Just what?" 

"Just do it, Dave." He pants, sweat beading along his skin. "Don't stop." 

Gently | move my finger back and forth, ignoring my own screaming desire. Slowly David relaxes, muscles 
loosening. Carefully | insert a second finger, still watching, still waiting. At the first sign of pain, l'm stopping. 
Not going to push him. 

Taking deep breaths, he pushes down onto me and | slowly insert a third finger. The moans of pain begin to 
change to whines of need, sounds | haven't heard for nearly a decade. They go straight through me, to my 
heart, goading me on 

"Ready?" 

David tightens his leg around me and nods. Pulling my fingers out, | coat my own aching cock with a liberal 
amount of the sickly smelling lube and ease myself forward. Again he whines and stiffens and | stop, breathing 
deeply as | wait. My cock throbs, the head buried in him. | could come right now, just from the feeling of him 
flexing around me. Fuck, it's been nearly ten years since | last lay with the love of my life, since | last felt him 


tease me and make me scream. 


As his breathing returns to normal, | slowly push myself in, my eyes rolling back into my head. Fuck. Never did 
| think | would ever feel this ever again. Never did | think David would give himself over to me. 


"Dave." 


His voice brings me back and | manage to open my eyes. There, lying on the bed, with a serene smile on his 


lips, is my beautiful boyfriend. 


He stretches out a hand and strokes the damp hair from my forehead. "Hey." 


My mind's swimming, drunk on the feelings. Bracing myself over him, | return his smile. "Hey." 


Long legs wind around my waist and arms slide around my neck. Kisses, as soft as a butterfly, are pressed to 
my lips. | take the hint and slowly begin to rock. He whines and groans, limbs tightening around me. | know it 
must be hurting him. It's hurting me, David's tightness nearly putting me off and forcing me to stop. But we 
need to do this. Need to do it for us. David wants it and that's all that matters. 


Together we rock, wound around each other, the two pieces of the puzzle finally back together. Between the 
kisses, he calls my name, begs me to allow him to come. Tonight isn't going to last long but there are many 


more days to play catch up. 


Untangling an arm from under David's shoulders, | slide it between us and grasp his cock. He howls and bucks, 
hips arching from the bed. There's not a hope l'm going to last with him writhing beneath me. Nails rake down 
my back and my hand tightens around him. Rocking faster, the heat takes over, wraps around me, calls to me. 
It begs me to give in, to finally accept my lover back. David calls my name, begs me, pleads with me, howls 


with a voice | haven't heard for so long. 


And | join him. Call to him, ask him permission to come and hold him close to me. No matter how much | don't 
want it to end, it has to. Together we hit it, the bliss gathering us both in her arms and speeding us towards 
the stars. His seed soaks my stomach at the same moment | spill myself deep inside of him. | keep moving, 
enjoying the feeling of David's cock throbbing against my palm. He doesn't stop moving, his feet still planted in 
the small of my back as he rocks and writhes and bucks. How I've missed this. How I've missed holding him and 


loving him, making every second of these heavenly moments count. 

Even with my cock softening, | refuse to move. | hang over him, staring down at him, taking it all in. Colour 
touches his cheeks and his eyes slowly open. A smile follows, his chest rising and falling. | want to remember 
this moment forever. Want to remember the moment that David told the past to get fucked 


His hand slides from my shoulders and cups my face, his smile widening. "You've still go it.” 


Its my turn to chuckle, the tension of the moment snapping. He always knows how to make it better. Knows 
how to fight through the pain and whatever is in his soul. 


Sliding from him, | make to gather my clothes. Back to my room, to the solitude and the quietness. A hand 
wraps around my wrist and pulls me back to the bed, my head thudding against David's stomach. Staring up at 
him, | frown. 


"You don't have to go anywhere. Stay here. With me." 


Sliding back to the bed, | draw the covers over us. Laying his head against my chest, David drapes an arm 


over me and smiles. Wrapping an arm around him, | smile. 


"Thank you." His eyes shimmer in the low light. 

"For what?" | ask 

"For everything. For this. For understanding. For giving me so many years of your life." 

The tears have been held back for so long. They come. Tears of happiness, tears of joy, washing away the 


grief and rolling back the years. In my arms David sniffles and | feel a dampness against my skin. Holding him 


close, we wash it all away. 


Day 2200 to Day 2204 


DAY 2200 


Lying beside him, | watch him sleep. What's happening between us is nothing short of amazing and I'm going to 


treasure this memory forever. 


There seems to be no fear left in David. It appears to have melted away, whisked away in the blink of an eye. 
Perhaps it's what's just happened. Perhaps that's ended it. Or perhaps he's finally come to a place of complete 
healing. Just wish | could be like that. Wish | could forgive the people who've fucked me over. Wish | could 
forgive the fucker who stole my boyfriend from me. 


He sleeps so soundly, barely moving, hands tucked beneath his head and his knees pulled up. | stroke his hair, 
quietly cooing to him. Has he always slept like this? | don't remember. Perhaps | should start paying more 
attention. Fuck knows I've denied it to him often enough over the years. He deserves every ounce my being and 


by gods he's going to get it! 


DAY 2204 

There's papers everywhere. Screwed up balls of paper litter the floor by the bin. Snarling, | screw up another 
and take aim. As with all the others, it bounces uselessly off the wall and to the floor. Fuck this! Fuck trying to 
put another album together. | don't want to do this any more. I'm sick and fucking tired of trying to give people 
what they want. They're never fucking pleased. Hell, | could probably re-release Peace Sells and I'd still get shot. 


Fuck, | just want to give this all up. May as well while we're still on a high. Don't want to become one of those 
bands who drag it out for years. Don't want to be on stage when I'm 60, pretending that I'm 18. 


Fuck this shit. 
Fuck it all. 
Something slides across my throat and | flick it away. No way am | in the mood for anything. 


Whatever touched me flicks my ear and | snarl, kicking the chair away, ready to slug it out with whatever's 
pissing me off. 


Oh. 


Oh, fuck yes! 


Goodbye bad mood! 
Hello David! 


He's standing there, eyes glittering, a sneer on his lips and wearing nothing but leather pants. His normally 
wavy hair is braided down his back and he taps the riding crop against his thigh, eyes riding over me. Just.. 
Damn.. Those leather pants are tighter than a virgins pussy, riding over every curve of his legs and ass. Fuck! 


This is a look | can get used to seeing! 
"Turn around." | reach out to grab him. "I want to admire your ass." 


He snickers at me and flicks my fingers away. "Not a chance." He steps closer and trails the riding crop down 


my face. "You're gonna play by my rules.’ 
My skin begins to tickle with the coming lust and | arch an eyebrow. "Oh, really now?" 
David's eyes darken, the sneer twisting his face. "Oh yes." 


Fuck it! Beat me! Tie me up! Rape mel | don't care! Anything to have this leather clad hottie in my lap. It's 


taken years for him to finally return and l'm not going to turn him down. 


Sidling up to me, he wraps a hand in my hair and pulls, forcing me back and down. The pain flares through my 
scalp, angry and hot. Snarling, | try to fight, try to stay standing. But it's not happening and my knees hit the 
floor. David grins at me, his fingers stroking through my hair, keeping me on the floor. His free hand plucks at 
the buttons of his pants and he slowly inches them lower, not enough for me to see a lot. His hard cock bobs 
free and he offers it to me. Licking my lips, | stare up at him. Fuck, | know what he wants but he's not getting 
it without asking. Just because he's started dropping his pants again doesn't mean he gets everything that 
easily. 


"Suck me," he hisses. 


Heh, two can play this game! Clamping my mouth shut, | shake my head, flinching as his hand tightens in my 
hair. Wrapping his hand around his cock, David rubs it over my lips, coating them with the slick pre-cum. | 
want to lick them clean, want to taste him, but l'm not giving in Not yet anyway. He gives another tug of my 
hair, snarling as he does. His cock slides over my lips and | groan, enjoying his taste, his scent, everything 
about him. Closing my eyes, | begin to suck, my tongue winding around his cock, savouring the weight of it in 
my mouth. David groans and rocks his hips. Something digs into the back of my head, wrapping around my skull 
and pushing my nose into David's pubis. Out of the corner of my eye, | see the wrist strap of the riding crop. 
So that's what's around my head, the kinky fucker! 


| don't know where kinky David has come from but I'm not complaining. He's obviously dredging through himself 


to be able to even approach me. And, to be fair, | do deserve to be on my knees in front of him. 


His cock throbs against my tongue and | wrap my fingers around his balls, gently squeezing. | can tell he's 
trying to hold back, trying to make it last. He moans and crushes my face against him. | inhale deeply, taking in 
David's rich, musky scent. Above me he trembles and the crop slides from my head, to be replaced by his 


hands. His fingers massage my scalp, nails scratching my skin 
"Dave.. Dave.. l'm." 


David groans, his hot spunk splattering against the roof of my mouth. | resist the urge to pull away and spit. 
Instead | grip the backs of his legs and rock with him, giving him the time to ride out the orgasm. | feel him 
stumble ard | finally pull away, getting to my feet. 


David sways, eyes glazed. He's mine now and he doesn't complain when | hitch up his trousers, lift him over my 


shoulder and head for the stairs, grinning as | rest one hand against his ass. 
"Dave?" 
| chuckle and give his ass a slap. "Mine now." 


He chuckles and | feel him twist, lifting himself from my back. His hands rest at my waist, fingers digging in a 
second before his teeth sink into my shoulder. Quickly | tighten my hold on him. 


"FUCK! Junior!" 


He snickers, wriggles and slides to the floor. Again his eyes are dark, lit with something from the depths of his 
soul. Placing his hands against my chest, he pushes, sending me toppling to the bed. Whatever's gotten into him 
is intoxicating and scary. Part porn star and part innocent farm boy. I'm not quite sure which part | want but 


if | had to pick, I'd probably say my innocent farmy. | don't need whips and chains and leather to get off. 


Well, perhaps | do but not from David. It's strange coming from him, not normal, as if the world is flipping on 


its axis. 


As he straddles my waist | begin to wonder if it's a defense mechanism, if it's his way of over coming 


everything so that he can be somewhat normal. Not that anything's been normal in our world, far from it. 


His hands pluck at my clothes, pushing my tshirt up and over my head. Fingers and lips dance over my skin, 
leaving hot, wet trails in their wake. A warm, wet tongue touches my nipples and everything's lost. | give in, 
lying there as David strips me, hand wrapping around my cock. Not that | need any encouragement and it only 


takes a moment before I'm hard. 


All too soon, David's struggling from his pants, the leather giving way to tanned, taut flesh. | reach out and let 
my hands roam over him, pulling him to my lap. He sighs and squirms as my hands slide between his legs, 
cupping his balls and stroking his cock. Leaning back on his knees, he exposes himself for me, showing off all 


that I've only dreamed off. 


And fuck, he's hot. The health kick he's been on has left him lean and toned. Hair spills down his back as he 
places his hands on the bed, arching away from me. Now | can see why everyone's wanted a piece of him, why 


I've kept him so close and beaten others off. 


Reaching for the nightstand, | fumble with the box, not wanting to take my eyes off him. Finally managing to 
grab a bottle of lube, | shuffle us into a sitting position. David's eyes snap open and suddenly the porn star 
side of him melts away. For a moment, he sits and stares at me as if seeing me for the first time. His lower 


lip trembles and it looks as though he's going to cry. 

| still, watching him, knowing that his fight or flight response has kicked in. He's come to, from wherever he 
was, and seems to be realising where he is. Ever so slowly, David inches forward and his arms go around my 
neck. Lips ghost over mine as fingertips tickle the back of my neck. 

"Make love to me," he whispers. "Make me feel whole again" 

Those words, his speaking of wholeness, makes my heart sing. Easing my knees up, | quickly coat my cock with 
the lube before gently pressing into him. David gasps and | watch him cringe. | know he's still going to be tight 
and it's still going to hurt. Slowly, carefully, | ease myself him, holding him as he shakes. A sob leaves his lips. 
"Do you want me to stop?" 

David rests his chin on my shoulder and | feel his Adam's apple bob as he swallows. 


"David?" 


His arms tighten around me, his voice barely a whisper, "Everything's okay. Everything's okay. Everything's 
okay.” 


Gently stroking his back, | wait. This may be torture, but its torture of the highest kind. | could happily allow 
myself to be put through this every day. 


It takes time but he slowly relaxes, easing himself onto me. A smile lights David's face as he rests his 
forehead against mine. "Getting better." 


Petting his hair, | give him the barest of kisses. "Never any doubt that you weren't" 


Resting against me, he takes a few deep breaths. This is the man! was waiting to see. Chilled out, relaxed, 
happy. And when he finally moves, | let out a long sigh of happiness. This | can live with. David teases me, 
torments me, drives me to the edge of insanity before dragging me back. | want to lose myself in his soul, 
want to see where he's been and how he came back. No longer do | have to go and hunt for others. Everything 


| have is wrapped up in the man in my lap. 


Day 2220 to Day 2260 


DAY 2220 
"l'm going out." 


Say what?! Shuffling the papers to one side, | nudge my coffee out the way and look over my shoulder. 


Dressed in jeans and a button down shirt, David leans against the door frame, car keys clasped in one hand 
"Where to?" 

David shrugs and gives me a small smile. "A charity. They want me to go and talk with some of their clients’ 
Pushing my chair back, | get to my feet “Great! ll come with you. 

Before I've completely got to my feet, David steps up to me and gently pushes me back to my chair 
"Probably not a good idea" 


"Why not?" A pang of cold hurt stabs my heart. | don't want him to go out, not now that I've got him back. | 


want him to stay here so | can look at him every hour of the day. 


Dropping into the seat opposite me, David takes a sip of my coffee. "Because it's a rape charity and most of 
their clients are women. It's probably not.. appropriate if | take you with me." 


"Oh: 


He sighs and | refuse to look up from the pile of paperwork in front of me. I'd rather be watching TV or 
reading the ‘paper. But no. There's always a stack of paper which needs my signature on it. | don't know what 
half of it is and it's going to take most of the night to read through. At least it'll stop me from thinking about 


wherever the hell David is. 


There's the sound of a pen scratching paper and a phone number is pushed beneath my nose. "That's them. 


Call them if you like, check that I'm actually going." 


| stare at the number and don't move. How can | tell him that I'm worried? Worried that he'll get beaten and 


raped again? How can | tell him that, deep down, l'm worried that he'll run off with someone else? 
| hear the chair scrape back and | look up. 


"David?" 


His face is lined with worry and | can almost read what's whirring through his mind. Can almost see the panic 


beginning to taunt his mind. 
"| love you." 


A smile sweeps over his face and he walks around the table. Draping his arms around my neck, he gently 


kisses me. 


"Love you too, Dave." 


wvunu 


DAY 2254 

Every week he goes to these meetings. NA, AA, Rape Survivors. I'm sure it's not called Rape Survivors but he 
refuses to tell me its real name. It's even more clandestine than NA and AA. Makes me wonder how they 
prove the members have been attacked. Check their medical records? Examine them? | suppose it's blind faith 
and the hope that no one will lie to them. Because who's going to lie about being raped? Only a sicko. 

Still doesn't make me feel any better. | don't like him going out by himself, especially at night. It brings back 
memories. Call me sick, call me possessive, call me a whining bitch but | want David where | can see him 24/1. 
If | could get away with chaining him to the chair, | would. 

Hmmm.. Kinky David might like that. 

Ack, you're a sick fuck, Mustaine. Always have been, always will be. 

The door clicks open and shut and | hear car keys being dropped into the glass dish beside the door. 

My hands clench into fists and my jaw tightens. 

Arms go around my neck and lips brush my cheek. He smells of coffee and cologne and | know he's been 
hanging out at the coffee shop post-meeting. When | don't respond, he slides away. | can almost feel the hurt 
flowing from him. 

| snap my fingers at a nearby chair. "Sit" 

David knows not to question me. | wear the pants in this house. He just wears them when he wants to get his 
dick sucked and hole fucked. Ashen faced, he slides into the chair opposite me, elbows resting on his knees. 


Damn, he looks good dressed all in black but now's not the time to drool over him. 


"| want you to quit the meetings.” 


"What?" David's eyes bug and he huffs, tossing a handful of hair over his shoulder. "Dave, no. Those meetings 


are important to me. You can‘t-" 


"Can't what? Watch you get raped again? Watch them scrape your body from the pavement? | don't want you 


going out there alone. Ever." 
Snorting, he gets to his feet and flips me to bird 
"Yeah, fuck you too, Junior. Sit" 


He doesn't, defying me by standing over me. "I don't care what you think, Dave, I'm still going." He begins to 
walk away and | grab his wrist as he sasheys past. He stumbles but stays standing. 


"Don't forget whose roof you live under." 


He smirks. "Yeah, mine. You're not the only one the papers. What the fuck is that about Dave? Why you 
fucking flaring up?" 


How do | tell him I'm worried? How do | tell him my non-existent self-esteem needs him like my veins need 
heroin? Flicking his wrist, David frees himself and steps away from me. His face his dark, anger only just kept 


under control, 
"l'm not stopping the meetings. If you don't like it, you know where you can go." 


With that, he gives me his back and heads for the stairs. Do | blame him for being angry? Probably a little. | 
need him. Need him now more than ever. Whether he'll ever acknowledge that is another thing. He probably 


doesn't even know | need him. 


wun 


DAY 2260 


Which is how | wound up driving him to the meetings. NA on Mondays, AA on Tuesdays and Rape Survivors, or 
whatever the hell it's called, on Thursdays. While he goes and chats. Or listens. Or whatever the hell he does in 


those goddamn meetings. 


Wish | could be in there. Well, | could with the NA and AA ones but there's not a hope lim stepping through 
the door of one ever again. They're too cliched. Too filled with false hope and fake love. You know they're 
bitching about you the second your back's turned. 


Or perhaps that's just my paranoia again? 


Anyway, these outings give me the chance to sit in coffee shops, dream of days gone by and pretend like I'm 


doing some work. 


| scrawl meaningless words onto paper, my brain in overdrive. What's he doing? What's he saying? Who's he 
talking to? Why does he have to go to these meetings? Hell, he's clean and better isn't he? Took a long fucking 
time, but he's better. He doesn't need them. Doesn't need what goes on within those walls. Why doesn't he just 


admit he's well and jack it all in? 


| want him here, with me, enjoying coffee and laughing. Not in some church hall, talking about what's been done 
and why he's there. He doesn't need to stand up and say "Hi, my name's David and l'm an addict". ‘Cause he's 
not an addict any more. Not a rape victim any more. So why all the talking? Why all the meetings? Why are 


they so important to him? Is he seeing someone else in them? Is that why he creeps out three nights a week? 


Seated by the window, | can see the doors to the hall. Can see who's coming and going. He's gone in but not 
come out again. What if he's creeping out through a back door? What if he's found a way to escape and he's 


met someone who isn't me? Someone whose self-esteem isn't in the gutter. 


Impatiently | wait, downing cups of coffee, my nerves on edge. My eyes keep flicking back to the hall, the pad 
forgotten, the pen crushed in my fist. He shouldn't be doing these things without me. Hell, we're partners, a 
team, we made promises to each other. If he wants to do this shit then he needs to do it with me. 


But will | go back into one of those pansy ass meetings? Can | go back in? 


Balling my hands into fists, | stand and swipe the pad from the table. Draining the dregs of the coffee, | walk 
from the coffee house and across the road. Staring at the door, | feel my heart pounding. My mouth's dry. 


Dave the addict. 


Dave the loser. 


The word plays over and over in my mind. Loser, loser, loser. Memories of ‘tallica swarm my brain, overloading 
it, sending it over the edge. Memories of that painful moment when my ass was tossed on the bus spike 


through my mind and | let out a low whimper. 


Dave the loser. 
Dave, second best. 


Dave, never number one. 


It aches, it hurts and the one person who can soothe it all away has locked himself away in some stupid 
fucking hall, pledging allegiance to some stupid cult like brainwashing. He doesn't need it. Doesn't need it. Only 


needs me. l'm the only one he should be focusing on, especially after pushing me away for so long. 


What the fuck, shithead?! Where the fuck's all this coming from?! Why do | need his focus? He lost nearly six 
years of his life yet stayed with me. He never gave up on me when | landed myself in rehab time and again. He 


took me back when | tried to force myself on him. He was always there whenever | crawled in from one of my 


all night fuck sessions. He never stopped loving me even though | was pounding another mount. 
l. 
|.. love him. 


Love him so much and l'm standing here, debating what | should do to him to punish him for all the years he 
robbed from me. 


The door finally opens and the first wave of people begin to leave. They all have smiles on their faces, seem 
happy, cleansed even. As if some darkness has been chased from their souls. | wait and watch, eyes searching 
until my beautiful boyfriend appears. His eyes sparkle in the dusk light of the street, his face lit with a smile. 
Walking from the hall, he grabs my hand, pushes me against the wall and kisses me. | can't help but catch 
myself, my hands clasping the back of his head and returning his happy kisses. 

"David." 

He ignores me, his lips and tongue searching mine. 

"David" 

Finally he pulls away and looks at me, a happy-go-lucky look on his face. 

‘lm sorry," | say softly. 

He cocks an eyebrow, the smile fading. "What for?" 


"For everything." 


His fingers stroke over my face, finding my jaw and tickling along my throat. "You don't have to keep 


apologising.” 


But | do. | have so much to be sorry for, and it's only just beginning. 


Day 2298 to Day 23017 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it\'s taking so long to update this. Life\'s been pretty up and down at this end. Hopefully it\'s smoothing 
out now. :) Thanks for keeping up with this! 


DAY 2298 


It started with a bottle of wine. Then it became two bottles. Then a whole case. Before | knew it | was 
struggling along the streets, searching out a dealer, searching for something to feel the aching void in my 


stomach. 


| feed it into my veins, feel it take over, a swooping high which wipes everything away. Wipes away the 
loneliness while David's off putting his own soul back together. Wipes away my insecurities. Wipes away the 


memories. 


David's stalked off back to his own room. He gives me pitiful looks yet never says anything. Never accuses me. 


His refusal to sleep beside me screams everything | need to know. 


| don't recognise the man in the mirror. The man with the lank, greasy hair, yellow skin and bruised eyes. When 
| try and smile, so does he. When | reach out to him, so does he. Stumbling back, | fall to the bed and drag the 
bottle of whiskey from the sideboard. It's all | need The only comfort | need. 


Something falls to the bed and somehow | manage to pick it up. Through the veil of booze and drugs, | stare at 
it. A bottle of pills. Valium. What the fuck am | taking them for? | have everything | need right here in this 


room. 
Have everything | need right in my hands. 


My eyes flick between the two bottles. Which is the lesser of two evils? Which will hurt the least? What will 
happen if | mix them? 


DAY 2300 


Somewhere | hear footsteps. They echo and click against a solid floor, nothing to muffle their coming and going. 


They take a few steps and there's a squeak as they turn and return. 


"You're a fuckin’ idiot.” 


| crack an eye open and groan as light floods in. Everything smells strange, clinical. Carefully | open my eyes, 
bringing up a hand to shield them from the light. A silhouette, blackened by the window behind it, hovers over 
me. The dark figure sniffles and they raise a hand to where their face should be. 


"You're an idiot, Dave." Their voice is beginning to crack. "A real fuckin’ idiot. You could have died. Is that what 


you wanted?" 


How do | tell them it is what | wanted That | wanted to be away from this world forever and let the shadow 


live their life in peace. 
The silhouette bends and | feel lips brush my cheek. 
lm just glad you're alive," they whisper. 


woun 


DAY 2301 


| feel fucking ill. Not surprising considering what they did to me. Apparently | took a shit load of tablets and 
washed them down with a shit load of booze. Why? Because l'm a fucking loser, that's why. So | sit on my bed, 


chain smoking, while David makes arrangements for me to go back to rehab. 


Occasionally he comes in, scowling as he opens the window and chases the cigarette smoke out. He hates it 
with a passion but I'm too far down the rabbit hole to care. Don't care about him. Just care about myself and 
my own squalid misery. How about if | don't want to come out of the rabbit hole? How about if | want to stay 
down here forever? Its comfortable down here. Dark and warm and comfortable. It feeds my soul, feeds my 
work, makes me write better. I'm a fucking rock star! I'm supposed to be dead by now. Supposed to have 


already kicked the bucket and gone to rock star heaven and total immortality. 


Not sitting here and suffering the glares of my so called boyfriend as he tosses the contents of the ashtray 
into a bin. Why'd he let me live? 


"Why'd you let me live?" 

David sighs, shoulders rising and falling. He turns and leans against the door frame, the knotted bag of 
cigarette butts and old needles clasped in one hand. He looks strange, as if he's aged a couple of years in a few 
short days. His hair looks lank and his eyes are dull. 


"Same reason you let me live. Because it's not your time." 


He knocks his knuckles against the door and steps back into my cesspit of a room. Sitting on the edge of the 


bed, David looks at me. For once, his eyes aren't filled with hate. He looks almost normal, like the person I've 


loved for so many years. 


"You'll keep asking yourself, Dave. Over and over you'll ask why you lived. Its a natural reaction You wanted to 


go, you thought it was your time, yet you're still here.” 


| watch him, watch his tiny movements, the way he taps a finger against the back of his other hand. He's 


waiting for it, | can tell. Waiting for me to blow up and lose my temper. 


But | can't, not around him. David's always been the water to my fire, calming everything with a single word or 


a gentle touch. It's one of the reasons | like having him around, his cool headedness the perfect antidote to me. 
"Do you still love me?" 

His eyes flick back to mine and, for the first time in several days, a flicker of a smile plays on his lips. 

"Dave, I'll never stop loving you." 


That's all | need to hear. All! need to give me the strength to go and fight my demons once again. Because | 


need to do it. Not so much for me, but for the one I've been given to protect. 


Day 2311 to Day 2322 


DAY 2317 


Rehab is always the same. The faces may change but the routine remains. Other than David, it's been the only 


constant in my life. 


There's a mug of coffee in front of me, and another faceless counsellor. | tend to forget their names after a 


while. Sighing, | stare into the dark depths of my drink. 


"It started with Metallica. For the first time, | felt like I'd been accepted Felt like | mattered to someone. I'd 
never really had that. Then they kicked me out” 


| feel the animosity begin to rise, tearing at my gut. | curl my hands into fists. "Sent me home with nothing. 
That's gonna be a kick to anyone's fuckin’ pride. But | wasn't going to give up so | formed Megadeth. Found 
myself a band and got ready to kick their asses. What | hadn't expected to do was fall in love." 


"How do you mean?" She's another blonde. Are they all fuckin’ blonde? And she's read my notes, read 
everything | spilled to the admissions department. She knows | go home to another dude. So why does she want 


me to explain it? 


Taking a deep breath, | lift my head and stare at the wall beyond her blonde head. "David. David never judged 
me. Never demanded of me. Expected nothing of me. All he did was give me his all. Until that happened." 


Silence falls over us and | can feel my heart pounded, rattling my chest. Licking my lips, | force myself to 
continue. | can't remember how many times I've retold this story. | wonder how often I'll tell it again? Hopefully 


never. 


"David was raped. Raped by another dude. The fucker stripped him bare, stripped him of his dignity, his pride, 
everything. And then David disappeared into himself. But | wasn't going to leave him. Hell, he'd shown me that 
there was more to life than being a fuck up. But when your boyfriend won't even touch you, let alone sleep 
with you, then it's a real kick to your manhood. | felt useless. | felt like | couldn't do anything for him. This was 
the guy who'd built me up when everyone else was determined to tear me down. Suddenly he wasn't there any 
more. Yeah, he tried to keep me going, pushed me through the dark times and pledged his life to me but it still 


wasn't enough. Wasn't enough to heal my wounds." 
"And what wounds are they?" 


"The pain.. No self-esteem, raging ego, no family, no friends. He was everything to me. My world. But after the 
attack, he just became David. He wasn't really my boyfriend, wasn't even really my friend. He was kind of a 
room mate who doesn't leave. Yeah, he stood beside me, told me he loved me but without his touches, without 


his kisses, it meant nothing. | needed those to feel whole, to keep the demons at bay, to cool my temper. 


Without them, | ran wild." 

"You have them now. What happened?" 

| sigh and shake my head. "David has his own world now. He goes to all the meetings, sponsors other people. It 
feels like we have nothing in common any more. He talks about these people he's met, the people at the 
meetings. To me they're just ghosts, no-bodies. He won't let me into this life of his." 

"Dave, you can go to those meetings, you know you can." 


My fingernails scratch at my palm and | feel my jaw tighten. "And if | don't want to?" 


"Perhaps you should try it, at least the AA and NA ones. Yet you have a lot in common. Dig deep, Dave, and 


tell me what you have in common." 


| don't want to dig deep, don't want to think. As far as I'm concerned, David is a different person | still love 
him, I'll never stop. But sometimes it feels as though I'm living with a very perky ghost. 


Then it comes. 


"Music, that's where it started. Our love of music, of playing, of creating. Having fun, damn did we love to 


party. Travelling, seeing the world. Movies, good food, good coffee. Being together." 
The list goes on and on Finally | stop and look at her. She gives me a scant smile and scribbles on her notebook. 
"You have to trust that David loves you. Have you ever asked him?" 


| shake my head. Why should 1? He tells me every day he loves me. Heck, he wears his ring with pride, loves to 
show off how scuffed and dull it's become. 


"Would you like a session with David?" 

| don't look at her. We've had hundreds of these sessions and they've all been the same; David has sat there, 
eyes twinkling with tears as he professes his love for me. The healing lasts until | leave rehab then this, the 

bitterness of no self-esteem, return, gnawing at my soul. I've managed to only return his words once in these 


sessions and that was when we had our union. 


What to do? 


wun 


DAY 2322 


The demons torment me, screaming through my head. They show me David, show him beaten black and blue, 
his nose bloody, on his knees as he sobs, telling me he loves me. They show me the years we've lost, show me 
the people | could have been with. They torment me with what could have been. Would Megadeth have been 
bigger if | wasn't looking after David? Would we have finally beaten ‘tallica? 


Lying on my bunk, | stare at the ceiling, my fingernails raking bloody lines along my arms. | try to force them 
back, try to silence them. But that was what the drugs did. They kept them quiet, kept them at bay. 


But why am | beating on David? Why do | want to take my fists to him? This wasn't his fault. He didn't 
suddenly decide to stop having sex with me. There was a reason for him going into himself and there's a 
reason for him attending every meeting under the sun. It's got nothing to do with me and everything to do 
with someone else. There's a reason I'm such a fuck up, a reason | hate myself at every turn. 


It's not me against David. It's David and | against him. 


The demons snigger, husky sounds in the depths of my mind and | sneer. 


Day 2334 


DAY 2334 
The last time | did this, | went in all fists blazing. Didn't ask questions. Just kicked ass. 


Not this time. This time l'm going to get the truth. Which is why l'm sitting in a rental car outside his fancy 


house, staring at the electric gates. If | buzz that intercom there's not a hope in hell I'm getting in. 


Pulling the car under a tree, | survey the wall. It's at least ten, if not more, feet high. Perfect for keeping 
stalker fans out. | could scale the gates but | bet he's got cameras on them. What | do know is that he's home 
alone. There's only one car on the gravel drive in front of the house. Got a personalised plate with that dorky 


way he spells his name on it. 


Okay, here's what I'll do. I'll pull the car tight up to the wall, hop onto the hood, onto the roof and then onto 
the wall. Bet he's got broken glass or something on there so gotta be careful. Yeah, bet it keeps the fans out 


but not me. No way you can Mustaine-proof your house, asshole. 


Doing just that, | find myself staring at a long drop down. Carefully easing myself along the line of broken glass 
(told you he'd have it), | grab an overhanging branch and ease along it before shuffling down the trunk. My 
body screams, aching an overstretched. Damn, | should work out more. Hiding in the shadows, | catch my 
breath and take a look at the house. Now, | could saunter through any open window or door but | don't want to 
add "Breaking and entering" to any charges | may catch for this. Hell, I've just hopped over the guy's wall. The 


fewer charges | can cop the better, especially with my previous rap sheet. 


Yeah, l'm willing to go to jail for Junior. But somehow | don't think he'll press charges. Not if | threaten to out 


him as the rapist of one of the nicest men in metal. 


Front door it is then. Taking a deep breath, | wipe my sweating palms on my jeans and creep across the garden 


A million questions are running through my brain. Nervous? Me? Never! 
For amoment | stare at the door before reaching for the buzzer. 
Nothing. 


My heart pounds but | ain't giving up. | stare at the top of the door and grin when | spot the camera. I'm half 
tempted to flip him off. Nah, questions first, flipping the fucker the bird later. 


Minutes pass and | know he's seen me. He's making me wait. But I've got all day, all night and the next week to 
wait. Right now | wish | had a sign to hold up to the camera. Something along the lines of Don't make me key 


your car. That would have him running for the door. 


Finally the door opens and he stands there in all his bastard glory. | feel my top lip curl back. 

"What do you want, Mustaine?" He sounds weary. Yeah, | wouldn't be pleased to see me right now either. 

| look past him, searching the house for other people. "Can | come in?" 

"Say what you want here and fuck off." 

Fuck, | want to grab that straggly blond hair of his and smack his face into the gravel. Want to make him 
scream and bleed, just like he did to Junior. Want to make him pay for the years he lost me and the boyfriend 
he wrecked. 

| feel my jaw tighten and | take a step closer. Instantly Het's body tightens but he doesn't move. 


"What the fuck did you do to Junior?" | hiss. 


His pupils flare wide but other than that he remains impassive. My blood boils and it becomes harder to hold 
back the rage. 


Slowly | spell it out. "What. The. Fuck. Did You. Do. To. Junior?" 
"Get the fuck off my property!" he bellows. "Now!" 


Bingo! Grabbing the door frame, | swing a foot up into his gut. Stumbling back, Het takes out a vase before 


losing his balance. Storming in, | kick the door shut and sit on him, knees holding his arms down. 

He roars and thrashes but | refuse to let him up. Placing a hand lightly over his throat, | threaten to squeeze. 
"Did you rape Junior?" 

No response. My fingers tighten, digging into that delicious flesh. | bare my teeth. "Well, did you?" 

He doesn't reply and I'm not fucking surprised. Carefully | loosen my fingers, watching him as one would watch 
a wolf. The need for blood is strong and the temptation to beat him senseless grows. But l'm not going to give 
in until | hear what | want to hear. 


"Well, did you?" My voice is soft, the threat still hanging there. 


Het just lies on the floor, watching me, making no attempt to move. He knows what he's playing with. Hell, he's 
danced with this devil more than once. 


"If | say no?" he hisses. 


| beat you ‘til you tell me." 
If | say yes?" 
| don't reply and he already knows the answer. 


| take his silence as an affirmative and, placing one hand on his chest, | raise the other in a fist, ready to 
strike. Lightning fast, Het grabs my raised wrist and flicks me off him. My back slams into the floor, the 


breath knocked from me. Vision swimming, | squirm and pant, trying to free myself. 


Still partially blinded, | swing a fist upward. It connects with flesh and | hear Het gasp for breath. Taking the 
opportunity, | wriggle from under him, grab a handful of his hair and slam my fist into his gut. 


"Tell me fucker! Tell me what you fuckin’ did!" 


| keep going and he makes no attempt to stop me. The rage thunders through me, deafening me as my fist 
connects again and again. | feel wetness soak my knuckles but | don't care, don't even look to see what it is. 


"My fuckin’ boyfriend was fuckin’ raped and he won't tell me who fuckin’ did it!" 


"What makes you think it was me?" Het's voice is a death rattle, hissed between bloodied lips. Through the 
anger, | can just make out his face, just make out the blood. | look at my hand and see the redness which 
soaks my fingers. His blood, and mine, mingling together again Many a time this happened before and so life 


comes a full circle. 
The rage continues to boil and | yank on his hair, holding him upright. | glare into his now bruised eyes. 


“cause you're the only one sick enough to do it. You're the only one he wouldn't rat out ‘cause he thinks I'd 
beat and leave him for it. But you know what, I'd never leave him. Never fuckin’ leave Junior just ‘cause some 


sick fuck decided to hurt him." 


Bleeding lips pull back from bloodied teeth in a gruesome smile. Het looks like he's gone through the grinder. 
Lucky to be alive. He chuckles, a horrible noise like crisp autumn leaves. Slowly his face falls, the chuckle fading 
into a rattling sob. No longer can he hold my gaze, his body shaking as he drags a hand across his face. 
Suddenly he's morphing into that lost little boy | remember, the one who became the baddest motherfucker in 
music to hide the loss of his mother. 


Blood stains his fingers and drips from his nose. The sounds coming from Het aren't just for the bruises and 
blood. They're for something far, far deeper. Something far darker. 


Sitting back on my heels, | watch. | should be getting some pleasure from this. Should be enjoying watching Het 
break down and cry. Perhaps | will later. For now, | all | see is the guy who'd crawl into bed beside me, suddenly 
eighteen again and wanting someone to hold him through the night. 


Through the tears and the crying, | hear something, words | can only just make out and which will follow me to 


the grave. 
"Tell David l'm sorry." 


| want to say, "Anything else?". But | don't. | just nurse my bloody knuckles and aching ribs and stare at the 
guy | used to know. The guy who's sobbing his soul out. 


Silently, | get to my feet and step through the carnage - the broken mirror and shattered vase - and out the 


door. 


Standing beneath a tree, | stare at the sky peeking through the branches. Do you think God's listening? | have 
the answer to what | want. It's just what to do with it. 


Day 2340 to Day 2346 


Author's Notes: 
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DAY 2340 
"Press charges!" 
"Dave, no! lm not pressing charges. End. Of." 


He stands on the other side of the kitchen, hands pressed against the island and a steely look in his eyes. Its a 
look I've seen many times in David, the one of never-ending determination. And when he says no, by jove, he 


fucking well means it. 


| want you to press charges." | jab my finger into the work surface, my voice rising. But | already know that 


it doesn't matter how much | shout, | much | scream, David won't back down. Not now, not ever. 


Its your word against his. We could drag him to court and he'd just say he didn't do it. Besides, it was nearly 


seven years ago. It's not even worth it." 
‘Of course its worth it! Anything to see some fuckin’ justice." 


David sighs and closes his eyes, fingers pressed to his temples. Even he knows | won't back down. I'm like a dog 
with a bone now and what | say goes. 


"Dave," his voice becomes calmer, as if he knows it'll calm me in some way. "I'm not going through a court 
case. One, it's not worth it. Two, it was a long fuckin’ time ago. Three, there's no evidence. Four, this won't stay 
private. Think of the damage it could do to Megadeth. And five." His eyes snap to mine. "Do you really want it 


coming out that not only are you gay, but you also share a bed with your bassist" 


Boom! It's like a cold sword to the heart. And it will come out. It'll all come out. Every last detail, Because if we, 
well |, start dragging Het through the courts then, sooner or later, its going to our private life is going to be 
splattered over trashy newspaper from here to Antarctica. Doesn't matter that we're a metal band; once 
those vulture-like journalists get their claws on some info that two male celebrities are fucking each other it 
blows up like a bomb. | know | should come out of the closet but what good will it do? My life's been shit 
enough as it is without rumours and gossip mongers getting in on it as well. And | really don't want to put 
David through any of that either. Shit, his life's not exactly been a bed of roses the past six or so years. He 


deserves his peace and quiet now. 


"But surely you hate him?" | softly ask, my temper finally backing down 


Across the kitchen, | watch as David relaxes a little. He's still on edge, still waiting for me to snap. He knows 
that this riles me, makes me crazy and angry. Yet I've never really seen him get angry over it. Sure, he's 
questioned the universe, he screamed to God, he's tried to kill himself. Yet I've never seen him direct any 


anger towards Het. 


Dropping his eyes to the floor, David nods. "Yeah, | hated him. Who wouldn't? Who wouldn't hate the person 
who stripped them of everything. | wanted him dead. | wanted to be the one who killed him." He looks back to 
me, that cold look frosting his eyes again. Its a look which sends a shiver down my spine. "Don't think | didn't 
fantasize about it. When | saw my blood, | wanted it to be his. When | felt pain, | wanted it to be me making 
him hurt. Wanted to break his bones." His voice becomes low, a primal growl and he bares his teeth. | can feel 
the hate and the anger crackling through the air, an electricity ready to stun and kill. "So yeah, | wanted him 
dead. It ate me alive. You know it did. You saw the things | did to get through it" 


Yeah, | did. | saw the blood. | saw the broken bones. | saw the drugs he pumped into himself. | watched as he 
lay in bed, the drugs eating him alive, leaving him little more than a husk. Fuck, | did it myself. And, unlike 
David, | can't seem to kick them. They keep coming back to haunt me. Why? Because l'm inadequate? Because | 
can't handle not being able to look after David? Because | wasn't there for him? Because | was kicked from 
Metallica? There's a million and one possible reasons and every time | go into rehab they throw every one of 


them at me. 
But it's not about me right now. It's about that look in David's eyes, the one which speaks volumes. 


"But you know what?" My attention swings back to him as he speaks. The cold look has faded to one which 


almost looks like regret. "I couldn't live with it eating away at me all the time. So | forgave him." 


Sighing, David walks around to me and places a hand on my back. Shivers snap down my spine and the anger of 


earlier flares and fades. 


"| know you find it difficult to forgive him, and | don't blame you for it. But | had to, for my own sanity. | 


couldn't live with it sitting there in my soul, eating away at me. It was killing me, Dave." 


He lays his head against mine, his arm tightening around me. "Please don't let it kill you." 


wun 


DAY 2345 


It doesn't matter how hard | push, he won't press charges. Whenever | bring it up, David just shakes his head 
and stalks off to do something else. Be that a meeting, to watch TV, make some phone calls, or just hide in his 
rooms, he ignores me and what | have to say. | try and take on board what he's said, about us being ridiculed, 
losing fans and, God forbid, losing the band, but it's tough. | just want to see justice for what he went through. 


What we went through. Perhaps it'll happen one day. Perhaps one day karma will well and truly bite Het in the 
ass. Still doesn't stop me from wanting blood. Lots of blood. 


David's curled up in the TV room, a blanket over his feet and his head resting on the arm of the couch. Some 
inane talk show is on the screen and | can't decide whether he's actually watching it or using it as background 
noise. Whenever | come home from anywhere, | always find the TV tuned into a news station, the same stories 
rolling over every fifteen minutes. Or the radio's tuned into a talk station. | don't know whether he listens, uses 


it as background noise, or as company. 
"sup?" 


He doesn't move, doesn't even lift his head. The hackles on my neck rise and | feel my hands clench into fists. 


Kneeling beside the couch, | brush my hand over his hair. He flicks me away and | feel a chill go down my spine. 
"What's up?" 

David doesn't answer, just pulls the blanket over him, his eyes focused on the TV. 

"You cold? | can go and turn down the AC." 

| get to my feet. 

"Yeah, I'll go and turn down the AC." 

The pile of blanket and hair sighs. | stop and look down at him, wondering what's going on in his mind. 


"Dave," he finally replies. "I just want you to shut the hell up. Just stop talking. Stop telling me what | should do. 
Stop making stupid suggestions." 


Fuck.. Fuck, that hurts. 


David doesn't even look at me when he speaks, "All you do is talk. Always bitchin’ or moaning. You never stop 
to think how anyone else feels." 


Oh, that's it. | can feel my temper beginning to flare. "What the fuck are you on about? Where the fuck do 
you get off telling me what to do? After all the years I've spent beside you, supporting you and you've got 
the guts to turn on me? Tell me why | shouldn't kick your ass out right now?" 


David's off the couch in a flash, the blanket falling in his wake. But instead of the hurt I'd wanted to see, his 


face is written with anger. 


"Fuck you, Dave! You didn't have to stay. You've had plenty of chances to leave and every time you've come 


back. Why, huh? Why have you come back every time instead of taking up in someone else's bed?" 


| look at him and | can feel my eyes narrowing. | want to reach out and throttle the bitch. The images | saw in 
rehab, the ones of him bloody and beaten, begging me to love him, flash through my mind. My nails rake at 
the palms of my hand but | can't do it, can't reach out and hit him. 


"Why'd | come back? Because you needed me!" 


David snorts and tosses his hair over his shoulder. "Like fuck | needed you. | could have walked out the door 
and never come back. Might have been the better option than watching you nearly kill yourself" 


A cold shard stabs through my heart and my hands uncurl. In a flash, they're making for his throat, but he's 
quicker than | anticipated, snapping them away. Instead, David pushes himself on me, pressing me to the wall. 


My arms are trapped by my sides, my legs suddenly immobile. 
"Why'd you stay, Dave? Why'd you keep coming back?" 


What do | say? What do | admit to? The anger still crackles through the air but, with David pushed up against 
me, | feel it begin to ebb. As always, just his presence, no matter how fucked off he is, seems to have a 


cathartic effect on me. My response is a low growl and David snarls, snapping at me. 
"Come on, fucker, why'd you stay?" 


He's all empowered now, not willing to stand for nothing. A few years ago, | could have screamed at him and 
he'd have backed down, simpering, whimpering and apologising. Not any more. Now he's ready to kick my ass 
and | don't doubt that he'd do it. | want to go up against him, want to show him who's the boss. But, at the 
same time, | don't want to see what he'll do to me, don't want to see the damage he'll do. He's already shown 
me several times that he's not scared of me any more. The power | once held over him has gone. He could 


turn and walk out and be none the worse for it. As for me? | don't know if | want to answer that question. 
Suddenly his hands tangle in my hair, yanking, and | groan. His teeth snap at my eyes and | feel the response 
begin to rise. Struggling my hands free, | tangle them in his hair, pulling his lips to mine. His teeth nip at my 
lips and | taste blood on my tongue. | respond, growling and tugging on his hair. We fight for dominance, pulling 
and pushing, growling and snarling. We're like two dogs, each fighting to be on top. 

In the end, David wins. Pushing me to the floor, he sits astride me, feet buried in the rug, hands flat against 
my chest. Blood trickles from his lips and he eagerly licks it away, eyes glittering with lust. Leaning close, he 
licks along my throat and to my lips, tasting my own blood. 

"Why'd you stay, Dave?" his voice is low and husky and the musky scent of sex begins to fill the air. 

My throat is dry and hoarse and | can barely form the words. "Because of this." 


He grins and chuckles, bracing himself as he attacks my mouth. 


Fuck, yes! This is why | kept coming back. 


woun 


DAY 2346 


| wake up battered and bruised. There are scratches on my back and chest, most now crusted with spots of 

blood. Rolling over, | look at David's sleeping form. He looks pretty much the same as me; scratches and flecks 
of blood. | ache but | don't care. It was worth every fucking moment, something we needed. We needed to fuck 
each other's brains out, needed to taste and see one another's blood, needed to feel like we were in control. 


And we are in control. 


David sleeps deeply, seemingly sated. He doesn't move when | run a hand down his spine, my fingers tracing the 
marks I've left behind. | want to have them tattooed in place, my marks forever in his skin. 


The previous night runs through my mind. He stripped and whipped me, forcing my face into the bed before 
taking a belt to my ass. Then he forced his cock in my mouth, holding the back of my head as he fucked my 
lips. Once he'd finished violating me, he'd chained me to the bed and ridden me to his orgasm. | never thought 
I'd enjoy being David's bitch. Heck | never thought I'd enjoy him beating me. But the pain stirs something in me, 
awakens something in my soul. It feeds my lust, feeds the need to be with David. As long as he keeps handing 
it out, I'll keep enjoying it. And if it's helping him in even the tiniest way, then so be it. 


Day 2399 to Day 2500 


DAY 2399 


Night after night he comes, straddling my hips and riding himself to orgasm. Night after night | let him, not 
because I'm a sucker for punishment but because | enjoy it. | enjoy being held down. Enjoy being choked. Enjoy 
being tied up and having my ass beaten 


Last night, we were in the studio, the only people remaining. Everyone else had disappeared, citing places to be 
and people to see. Lights were off and only a few LEDs glittered on the mixing desk. Silence hung in the air. 
From the shadows of the corridor David appeared, eyes glimmering with lust. He looked at me like | was a piece 
of meat and, in that moment, I'd felt my cock harden. He was coming for me, coming to strip me naked and 


fuck away his cares. 


There's something distinctly erotic about David initiating sex. Something about the way he moved, the way he 


stares at me and chases me. It makes a change from when | do the chasing, and last night was no different. 


Leaning against the mixing desk, he twirled his finger, silently telling me to undress. Not a problem, | hate 


wearing clothes when he's around anyway. 


Again, his eyes had roamed over me, eating me up. Walking up to me, he'd laid his head on my shoulder, kissing 
my throat and my shoulder before moving to my chest. Soft, exploring kisses, working their way over my skin 
Silently I'd prayed for him to fall to his knees and wrap those pretty lips around my cock, but it never 


happened. Still he makes me wait for him to suck my cock. | know it's going to be divine when he does. 


He never said a thing as he shed his own clothes. Kicking them away, he stepped up to me and looped his arms 
around my neck. Gently he kissed me, a million miles away from the previous nights of hot, torrid bloody sex. 
His cock rubbed against mine, bouncing against his stomach. Sliding my hands along his body, | held him close, 


fingers exploring him, stroking over his hips and squeezing his ass. Damn, he's got a fine ass and it's all mine. 


David whined and squirmed, his hot flesh making me shiver. He wants me and only me. I'm the only one who 


can make him feel like this, the only one he'll ever spread out for. 


His teeth nipped at my lips and | know he's getting close, wanted to fucked. Pulling away, | peered over my 
shoulder to the couch. When | looked back, there was a look on David's face, a look of pure lust. Grinning, he let 
go of me and, instead of walking to the couch, he'd bent himself over the large mixing desk. 


Holy Mary, mother of God! That was a sight to behold and no doubt I'd just stood there drooling. Lean body 
stretched over the sliders and dials, legs spread nice and wide, darkened eyes peered through waves of hair. 


Fuckkkk. 


And | wasn't going to disappoint. Wasn't going to make him wait. | scrabbled around and found David's rucksack. 


It's got all the shit he carries with him to the studio and, in the depths of it, I'd unearthed a bottle of lube. 


He's such a good boy, always prepared. 


Carefully I'd prepared him, fingers working in and out of his luscious ass. Hands wrapped around the top of the 
desk, David had moaned and pushed himself back onto my fingers. Sliding over my free hand over his tight 
balls, I'd cheekily squeezed his cock, grinning as he'd squirmed and begged. Like | was going to leave him waiting. 


Gripping his hips, I'd slid myself in, watching as he'd squirmed and bucked, quietly pleading. Nothing needed to be 
said. It was a quick fuck, the thrill of perhaps being caught which drove us on. | could still feel the music we'd 
laid down running through my blood, pounding through my skull. 


Watching David spread out over our desk, lithe body shifting sliders and altering settings had been enough to 
drive me crazy. I'd planted kisses to his curved spine, lips finding every place which made him shudder and 

moan. My hands had danced over him, taking in every inch of his body. That was until he had lifted his head 
and demanded kisses. And I'd given them to him as we'd fucked, our voices mingling as one as we'd cried and 


howled. 


We'd cum together, my hand pumping David's cock, his spunk covering the floor under the desk. Like hell we 
were going to clean that up. That's what staff are for. Let them find it and wonder what the hell happened. 


That was last night and now l'm back in bed, watching David sleep and wondering where all this came from. Not 
that l'm going to question it. Heck, the guy's had six years of no sex. Can't really blame him for wanting to play 
catch up. 


woun 


DAY 2443 


| don't want to repeat this cycle but | fear | am. Again the self-loathing has risen, demanding that | take action 
to hide. Desperately | try to bury what I'm doing. | write and record. | fuck David at every available chance. But 
still it comes. Still it calls to me, drawing me into its bloody arms. Can't do this again. Can't put David through 
it again. Can't face myself. 


I've been out. Left the studio and gone "walking". Except that I've wound up with a bunch of drugs and a 
different mount for the evening. Fuck, | hate myself. Hate what I'm doing. Hate that I'm doing the nasty with 


someone who isn't the one | love. 


And why when he gives me everything? I've always known that | liked blood and pain That | liked to be nearly 
beaten to a pulp during sex. Hell, that's why Het and | went at it so often. He won't admit up to it but it 
happened. We fell into each others beds and fucked till dawn, him holding me down as he roughly rutted into 


me. 


| want to die. | don't want to live any more. Can't live with the betrayal. Can't live with being the junkie scum 


that | am. There's got to be something better out there. Not just for me, but for David as well. He deserves 
so much fuckin’ better. He deserves someone who's not going to keep failing, who's not going to screw around 
on him. 


Fuck. 

DAY 2500 

"Why?!" 

| hang my head, my hands clasped in front of me, my eyes on the carpet. 

"You not going to answer me?" 

No, I'm not going to answer you, David. Because there isn't an answer to give. 

He yanks at my hair and | resist fighting him. | just clench my jaw and look into his angry, saddened eyes. 
"Why, Dave?! Why'd you go an' fuckin’ screw someone else? Am | not good enough for you?" 


When | don't reply, he hits me. Only its not for kicks this time. It's because he's hurting and rightly so. | don't 
speak and he hits me again. | feel something warm on my skin. Blood most likely. But I'm going to take it. 


"Why'd you fuckin’ do it?!" | hear his voice begin to break and his pain gets to me. "Why'd you fuckin’ do?" 


| don't know, okay? | don't know why I've been sneaking out and screwing this other guy. Perhaps because he 
gave me drugs? Perhaps because he hit me harder than you do? Go on, Junior, hit me again. Please. Bring the 
pain. Bring the redemption my soul needs. 


And he does. Again and again he hits me. Yet, mixed in with it, | hear him. Hear him sob. Finally his hands fall 
away and | can see that they're dotted with blood. His knuckles are skimmed, revealing a layer of raw flesh, no 
doubt mirroring his own pain. Placing his hands to his face, he sinks to the couch and does something | haven't 


seen him do for so long. 
Cry. 


It sounds like his soul is breaking and it probably is. And all because I'm a fuck up. All because, unlike David, | 
don't know what | want. 


| go to place a hand on his shoulder but he pushes me away. God, | deserve it. | deserve to be kicked away like 
the cockroach that | am. lim nothing to him now. Nothing but scum. 


Finally he looks up, eyes ringed red and face wet. "Why?" he hisses. "All | want to know is why? Am | not good 


enough for you any more, is that what it is? Is it because Im damaged goods?" 

Looking down at him, | shake my head. "No," | mutter. "Its not because of that! 

"Then why?!" he roars. "Why?" 

Oh God, here it comes again Assertive David, the David who's learned through so many different courses how 
to stand up for himself. No longer am | able to push him around and heal his wounds with a kiss and a hug. No 


longer am | able to assert myself over him. Does it scare me? Fuck yeah, it scares me. 


Getting to his feet, David gets in my face. "Get out!" he bellows. "Get the fuck out and stay out! | don't want 


to see your lying, junkie ass ever again! 


| swallow, my throat closing. There's nothing else to say. He's brokenhearted. Perhaps he'll come back to me. 
Perhaps he won't. 


Hanging my head, | do as he bids. There's no use fighting because, after so long, I've well and truly fucked up 
past the point of all repair. 


Day 2505 to Day 2843 


DAY 2505 


| sit in a hotel room and stare at the phone. Again and again I've called him, begging him for forgiveness. Yet 
he's never answered the phone, letting the answering machine pick up. Fuck, he's even changed the outgoing 


message. 
Picking up the phone, | dial our number. After several rings the machine picks up. 


"Hi This is David Ellefson. Im not here right now but if you leave you name and number Hil get back to you as soon 


as possible." 


| hang up. No point in leaving yet another message. He's heard it all by now. Instead, | hang up and stare at it. | 
can't look at the bed. Can't look at the long haired dealer who lies in it, sleeping off his latest fix. David really 
doesn't want me back. There's not much more to live for. May as well just fix up my own junkie ass and enjoy 


what | have left. 
| wonder where he is? Wonder what he's doing? Has he found someone else? 


My blood runs cold at the thought. He hasn't, has he? 


wvunu 


DAY 25ll 


We never see each other, both arriving and leaving at the studio at different times. Everyone knows we've had 
a "disagreement". About what they don't know. And they'll never know. People have suspected our relationship 
over the years yet we've never confirmed it and | don't plan on doing such a thing now. Instead, Dave and 
Junior have just had a disagreement and are working things out on their own terms. We're not going to delay 


the album, just keep our heads down and get on with it. 


In reality, we haven't even spoken. | haven't even seen him. The only indications that he's been here are his 
recordings. | listen to them over and over, listen to his playing and the occasional murmur of his voice when 
he fucks up. That's what | live for; hearing his voice. Over and over | call our phone, just to listen to his voice 
on the machine. It's the only thing | have left. That and the soulless hotel room | drag my ass back to every 
night. 


woun 


DAY 2605 


One hundred days. That's how long its been since | saw or talked to him. I've left phone messages and notes in 


the studio but they've all been ignored. 


In that time I've hopped from bed to couch, well meaning friends quickly becoming enemies. No one wants to 


know me, not while I'm on a drug and fuck filled fest. 
So I've dumped the fuck buddy and, with him, my supply of free drugs. Got to start somewhere. 


Now I'm stood outside our house, a letter and a bunch of white roses clasped to my chest. He's home and, 


judging by the single car in the drive, he's home alone. Perhaps he hasn't been fucking around. 


| ache for him. Want to hear his soft chuckles and feel his velvety kisses. I'm a wreck without him, a ghost 
ship in the night. Never did | think I'd feel like this, but | do. Never did | think I'd ever pine for someone as 


much as | do David. 


Laying the roses and the letter on the doorstep, | ring the doorbell and retreat to the shadows across the 


road. I'm hoping the flowers will remind him of all we've been through together. 


The door opens and my heart thunders. Dressed in his flannel pajamas, David looks around before going to close 
the door. As he does, he looks down and draws the door open. Crouching down, he inspects the flowers and 


looks around, anger clearly written on his face. 
But he doesn't toss them away. Instead, he scoops them up and spirits the into the house. 
Please believe me. Please listen to me. It's all over, David My life is over without you 


| get in my car but, before | have the chance to start the engine, a car pulls into the drive. My heart stops 
and panic rises, my hopes dashed away as a petite redheaded woman steps from it. | watch in horror as she 
rings the doorbell. Again the door opens and | let out a howl of indignation as David, my David, draws her into 


his arms. 


wun 


DAY 2601 


The anger doesn't stop, doesn't subside. I've been replaced, tossed away like a used tissue. When he kicked me 


out, he meant it and I've been replaced with something he can fuck. 


The realisation is like a lightbulb going on Perhaps that's it? He's tired of being the woman in the relationship, 
tired of spreading out so | can get my kicks. He wants to be on top, thrusting into a tight, warm hole. All he's 
done for the last few years is relive the day his dignity was taken before finally succumbing to me. He wants 


to be a man. Wants to feel like one, bringing pleasure to another. 


Can | do it? Can | spread out for him? My body aches at the thought, muscles tightening. | can't do it. Can't lie 


there while he forces his dick into me. Already sweat is beading along my forehead and shivers break down my 


spine. Got to calm down. Can't do it. Can't do it. Can't do it. 


Or can |? 


woun 


Day 2612 


Okay, I've made up my mind. l'm going to do it. Going to let him fuck me just as | used to fuck him. The anger's 
melted away to be replaced by grief. The bottom has dropped out of my world David' gone and moved on. At 
first | wanted to kill everyone in sight. Now | just want to die. So I'm going to go and try and make it up to him. 
Despite him hooking up with someone else, I'm still going to try. Other than not having spoken to him there's 
the small question of what we're going to do with the upcoming tour. Do | hire in a replacement? Or will we 


just ignore each other? 

So | go to the house. All my stuff is still there, no doubt boxed up in the loft. David changed the locks the day 
he kicked me out and, for once, | didn't let my temper get the better of me. Didn't kick the door in, didn't put 
the windows out, didn't call the cops. Nothing. Just stewed in the filth of my life. 

When David opens the door, he sags against the frame before looking me up and down. 

"We need to talk." 

He doesn't reply, just nods and turns away. Doesn't slam the door in my face, something which surprises me. If 
it had been me opening that door, I'd have knocked me out, kicked me while | was down and then slammed the 


door shut. 


Slouching into a chair, David looks up at me, no emotion on his face. "I know what you're here about," he says, 


"and I'll do the tour. But that's it." 


"What do you mean ‘that's it?" | go to sit down but David shakes his head, indicating that he doesn't want me 
to stay. 


He sighs and | want to scoop him up like | always used to when he was stressed and tired. "We're no longer 
together, Dave, and I'm getting married" 


"What?!" 
Lifting his head, David looks at me, eyes harsh and dark. "You heard me." 


"I know. But why? We made a promise to one another.” 


"You're right, we did. And while | kept my end of it, you kept going off and breaking every promise you made to 
me. | fried to support you. Tried to understand you. But you kept going off and getting high and drunk. And, to 
top it off, you decided that screwing around behind my back was a really clever idea. Can you see where l'm 
coming from, Dave? | want someone who loves and supports me, just as | love and support them. Yeah, | 
believe you did at one point and l'm grateful for all you've done. But, at the end of the day you're a pompous 
ass who cares only for themselves. As far as you're concerned, I'm just a warm body to come home to once 
the fun's stopped. And I'm sorry, but | don't want to be that any more. | want to feel loved and cherished by 


someone else." 
Ouch. 


| don't know what to say to that. Yeah, my temper's already at boiling point but lim doing my best to hold it 
back. | do want to slug him though, to really make him hate me. 


Instead | just look at him. "I'm sorry." 

David snorts and shakes his head. "Too late, fucker. You should have said that years ago." 

"| didl" 

"Yeah, every time you fucked up. I'm tired of fucking hearing it. Its become worthless." 

Lowering my eyes, | sigh. "How can | make it up to you?" 

"You can't and you never will. You showed me exactly what | meant to you by doing your usual disappearing 
act and sticking your dick in someone else. All that matters is your needs. As long as you're satisfied then 
everyone else can go fuck themselves. And, of course, once | started spreading out for you again, it soon 
became boring, didn't it?" 

No, it didn't actually. 

"Actually, it didn't," | softly reply. 

"So why'd you go off and find someone else?" 

"| don't know." 

With that, David just gives me a disdained look. The David | know has died, the farm boy who used to look up 
to me, who used to worship me has gore. We all grow up. We all move on. | just thought I'd be growing old with 
him. 


wun 


DAY 2101 


And so Bethany or Bliss or Blossom or whatever her name came on tour with us. | hate having her around, 
hate hearing her perpetual perkiness. Fuck, she puts David's early perkiness to shame and | thought his would 


never be equaled. 


For the first couple of weeks she was fine. She stuck to the strict instructions I'd given her. No disturbing us 
during meetings. No disturbing us during warm up. No disturbing us during sound check. And definitely no 
standing at the side of the stage gawking. Wanna watch the show? Buy a ticket like every other fucker and get 
out the front. lim not funding your trip around the world and giving you a bunch of freebies. Perhaps when 
David finally marries her she'll get something but, until then, she can stay in the shadows like the gold digging 


groupie she so obviously is. 


David swears up and down that she's not a groupie but the drooling look on her face and the fact that she 
was adamant she was coming tells me otherwise. By day, | get to watch them fawn over each other and, by 


right, | get to listen to them fuck each others brains out. Over and over and over again. 


Then she started coming out of the woodwork She'd be there, on every corner, watching me like a hawk. She'd 
be in during our warm up, accusing eyes on me. Had David told about us? Was she jealous? Or did she think | 
was going to pounce on him? It was nearly enough for me to put her on the first plane home and | was getting 


close when it happened. 

About three weeks into the tour, the tide turned. Gone was the deep discussions about weddings. Gone was the 
all night fuck sessions. Suddenly all | was hearing was screaming. She wanted them to move to Maine to be 
closer to her family. He wanted to remain on the west coast and with the band. She wanted him to quit the 
band and help out in her parents New Age shop. He said his heart was in music. She hated me. 

And that's when the silence came. Through the paper thin hotel wall | heard David mutter something. Typically 
it wasn't loud enough for me to hear. She screamed at him to repeat it. He didn't and the next thing | heard 
was someone slamming into the wall. The headboard of my bed rattled and the body slumped to the floor. The 
next thing was the door slamming and, cracking my door open, | saw her fleeing towards the elevator. 

| counted to fifty before making my way next door and rapping my knuckles on the wood. 

"Go away, Dave." 

‘| want to talk to you," | pleaded. 

"Well, | don't want to talk. Go away.” 


"No. 


"Stop being so fuckin’ stubborn!" he roared. "No means fuckin’ no, you should know that by now." 

The cold knife stabbed through my heart and twisted. Slumping to the floor, | let my head fall against the door. 
"| just want to make sure you're okay," | said 

"Im okay. Now fuck off" 


Something had happened or was still going on. What had she done to him to turn him like this? Or what had | 


done to make him into a cold, snide monster? 

"David, just let me see that you're okay." 

Above me, the door cracked open and David peered down at me. "You're not going to fuck off, are you?" 

His nose was bloody, the thick, red liquid staining his face. Fuck.. She'd hit him. And not just a slap across the 
face. A proper, full on punch. It shouldn't happen, not in supposedly loving relationships. Getting to my feet, | 
looked him in the eye. All | wanted to do was reach out and hold him, love him, make him feel better. But, at 
that moment, | knew better. 


"lll be next door if you need me." 


He didn't nod. Just shut the door on me. Again his pride had been wounded. That was going to take a while to 
heal. 


DAY 2108 


The door of my hotel room rattles. With my head spinning, | slide from the bed. l'd been lying there, a bottle 


of Jack on the nightstand and a boner in my jeans. Was planning on doing something with it. 


Opening my door, | look out, my heart leaping. Silently David pushes past me, shutting the door and flopping to 
the bed. Picking up the remote for the TV, he switches it off, staring at the blank screen 


"We need to talk,” he softly says. 
"Okay." 
Wobbling back to the bed, | fall onto it, narrowly missing him. He pushes me away, still not looking at me. 


"If we get back together," he begins. "And that's only an if, there's got to be changes. Big changes.’ 


"Go on" Damn my head. Damn the spinning room. 
"You quit the drugs” 

"Can do. 

"You talk to me and listen to me. You tell me when there's problems. 
Yep" 


David sighs ard lifts himself on to his elbows. Still he stares at the switched off TV. "You don't go off behind 


my back. You tell me what you're up to when you go out.” 
"Alright" 


"And if you ever, ever go back to the drugs I'll kick you out for good, burn your stuff, leave the band and 


you'll never see me again 
"s okay." 
He turns to look at me, eyes sad with heartbreak. "Why'd it have to end?" 


Shuffling across the bed, | lay a hand in the small of his back. "Why'd you get together with her in the first 


place?" 


For a moment, silence falls over us. Gotta listen to him. Gotta feel how his heart and body is responding to 


this latest knock back. 


"Because | wanted to be with someone who appreciated me. Because | wanted to look after and care for 


someone. Because | wanted to remember what it was like to be in love. Because, because, because. 

My hand rubs gentle circles, his shirt rumpling beneath my fingers. "And she tossed it all to the wind?" 

"Yeah. | thought she actually loved me. And perhaps she did” 

"What ended it?" 

David sags against the bed but | dont stop my rubbing. "When she said she hated you. She didn't say why, just 
that she hated you. And that's when | realised that if someone can't love my best friend then she can't really 


love me." 


"She didn't have to love me, David. No one has to love anyone." 


| know but | wanted her to. Life's not complete without you around and | couldn't live with myself if she was 
restricting me seeing you. Because once that starts then where will it stop? Will she make me quit the band? 
Make me quit everything which makes me happy? | know there has to be compromises in every relationship 
but it's not a relationship if one person is dictating to the other." He sighs and lays his head on his hands. "It's 
for the best, | suppose." 


| don't answer him because anything | could have said would have sounded snarky and rude. Damn, l'm changing 


but it's worth it. 
Best friend 


That's what | am to him. Inwardly, | smile. 


wvunu 


DAY 2843 


We finished the tour without sharing a bed. Hell, we barely touched, never kissed and definitely didn't do the 
nasty. David needed a lot of time to assess where his life was going, what had happened and whether he truly 
wanted me back or whether he wanted to work it out with Brook (I finally discovered her name after many, 


many rights lying on the bed and listening to David debate his life with her). 


Every day, without fail, he called her. Begged her. Pleaded with her. And every call, from what | could hear 
through the hotel walls, ended with the phone being slammed down and David quietly cursing. Apparently it was 
her way or the highway. 


When we landed at the airport, we stood, side by side, waiting for vans to come and collect us. When one pulled 
up, | chivalrously offered it to David. Heaving his luggage in the back, he stood beside the open door and looked 
at me. 

"So," | began, trying to find the words to part us with. 

It was obvious he was looking elsewhere, was obvious | was no longer the one for him. And | couldn't blame 
him. | may have given up the bed hopping, may have stopped fucking everyone other than the one | was with 
but | was still a filthy junkie. | could see myself in the van's windows, all lank hair, pale skin and darkened eyes. 
Even | hated myself right at that moment. Outright loathe myself. How anyone could love me is beyond my 
comprehension. 

"Come home with me, Dave." 


My attention snapped back to him. "Are you sure?" 


He nodded, his lips trying to smile. He looked absolutely exhausted, beaten down by it all. "Yeah, I'm sure. | don't 


want to sleep alone there right now. The company would be nice." 
"Well, if that's what you want.” 
"Dave, its what | want. Just get in the van and let's go. I'm too tired to argue with you right now." 


Dragging my luggage into the van, | settled down. When David sat beside me, he placed a hand on my thigh. 


Day 2853 to Day 2906 


DAY 2853 


| need to go to rehab. Dammit, | know | need to go. But first, | want to find out what's going on in David's head. 
Since we got home he's not spoken and I've barely seen him. We're like ships in the night, coming and going and 
never seeing one another. | come and go, functioning like | normally do. To the studio, the lawyers, the store, 
everywhere | normally do. He just sits and waits, as though some mothership is going to come from the 
heavens and whisk him to wherever he wants to go. It's like he's mourning the relationship which has just 
ended and | suppose he is. Heck, | don't profess to be an expert on the guy even though we've been together 


for over ten years. 
Ten years. Fuck. That's got to be worth something. 


But yeah, | don't know everything about him and | bet David would say the same thing. Just wish he'd talk so 
that | could find out these things. 


He's sitting at the island in the kitchen, eyes on the newspaper, although he hasn't turned a page in over 


fifteen minutes. Sitting across from him, | wait. 

And wait. 

And wait. 

Finally impatience gets the better of me. "Do you wanna talk?" 

Got to keep in mind all that he's told me and, even though my ego demands his constant and undivided 
attention, | have to give him the time and space to think and speak. Slowly, David lifts his head, staring at me 
with glassy eyes. There seems to be nothing left inside of him, as though something has reared its head and 


stolen him. 


Sighing, | slide from the stool and go to make coffee. Perhaps that'll do something for him. Perhaps itll give 


him a reason to talk. 
Yet before | reach the sink, l'm spun around and thrown against the work surface. The coffee pot is snatched 
from my hands and slammed to one side. My defenses go up and | get ready to react, ready to hurt 


whoever's doing this. 


Instead, warm lips are crushed to mine and David presses himself close, hands clawing at me. My jeans are 


quickly undone and pushed to my knees. | feel myself pant, gasping into his mouth as his tongue touches mine. 


Then he's gone and | look down, the breath knocked from me as | see him kneel before me. My cock begins to 


stir and | manage to groan as David presses kisses to my hip. Soft and gentle, he kisses and nibbles, tasting me. 
| want to grab his head and force his pretty mouth around my cock. At the same time, | want to watch and 


see what he does. 


First, he kisses one hip, and then the other, taking his own sweet time. His mouth slides closer to my swollen 
erection, fingers following. But, in a breath, he's gone again, tongue sliding along my thigh. 


"Please." | hear myself whine. God, | sound so stupid, like a child. 


David doesn't say anything, doesn't even look up at me. He just carries on teasing me, skillfully ignoring my 
cock. He nibbles at my thigh, pushing my legs apart as far as my jeans will allow, and kissing the soft flesh 
close to my groin. | feel like | want to explode and I'm holding off touching myself. 


| want to howl as, ever so gently, he slides his tongue along my cock, tracing the throbbing veins before 
wrapping his lips around the head. So long, so fucking long, I've waited for this and, now that I've got it, it's far 
better than anything else I've ever experienced. Fuck going out and screwing anyone else; David's the only one 
who knows how to wind me up, knows how to make me beg and plead and scream. He's the only one who can 
take care of my needs so carefully and thoughtfully. How could | have fucked up and walked away from this? 


Away from the one person who knows how my entire being works? 


Holding myself upright with one hand, | slide the other over his hair, my heart swelling. Through this, he's 
telling me in the only way | seem to understand that he still loves me, still cares for me, still wants to be 


beside me. I'm such a bastard that the only way | can accept affection is through sexual favours. 


It doesn't take much and l'm soon coming in his mouth. He doesn't complain as | wrap my fingers in his hair and 
fuck his mouth. It's almost like he wants me to mark him as mine, to reclaim him and wash away his 


memories. At least, | hope that's what he wants.. 


wun 


DAY 2903 


So | went and did it. Checked into rehab and went through the whole sordid process again. Fuck, | wonder if I'll 
truly ever be free of that place or if itll be somewhere l'm going to keep finding myself in? What keeps 
sending me there? They try and answer that question and the only thing | can come up with is my own, fucked 
up life. The way I've been treated, the way people still treat me, the way they look at me. Fuck, even David 
started treating me like that, sick and tired of me being a fuck up, he kicked me to the curb. Just like every 
other fucker. But I'm not allowed to hold it against him, not allowed to rub his face in the way he's treated. | 


might want to, especially when he locks himself away, or gives me one of his famous withering looks. 


Despite all the tools they give you when you're cleaning up, | still resent him. Still hate that he's managed to 
waver this storm better than | have. | should hate him, | know | shouldn't. But it doesn't matter what he does, 
he still manages to find happiness. Damn it, | gotta start digging deep, gotta start remembering why | love him, 


why I've stayed with him for so frigging long. It's not because he's dependable, is it? Not because | can kick 
him around and he'll always come back? And its not because of the guilt | felt after he was raped is it? Or is 


it? 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, | stare at a photo of us. So happy, so free, all the demons are hidden away and 
the only thing | can see is our smiles. My throat clenches and | feel the pain rise, the tears beginning to sting 
my eyes. I'm a bad boyfriend, a bad partner, a bad protector. All I've wanted to do in this life is find the one 


person who'll love me for me and now that | have them, | want to push them away. 


wun 


Day 2906 


Trying to erase the hate, trying to process it and analyse it. Perhaps | don't need to do that? Perhaps | just 
need to let it go. So | watch as he sits in the studio, completely unaware of what I'm feeling. Yeah, I've got 
really good at hiding it until someone lights my fuse and boom! Game over! 


He sits on a stool, head down, bass nestled close as he plays. Slowly but surely, he lays down the track, cursing 
quietly cursing when he hits a bum note or drops his pick. My eyes wash over him, picking apart his posture 
and playing, realising that he's not as perfect as my mind's making him out to be. Sometimes he hits this first 
time, others it takes several attempts. And it's those attempts I'm watching. The hate still sits there, a stone 
in my stomach, but it's easing. When he finally finishes and looks to me for approval | finally find myself looking 


at what I've been searching for. 


David smiles at me nervously, one hand pushing the hair from his face. | watch as he bites his lower lip, one 
foot tapping as he waits for me to give him the thumbs up. Approval; that's what | need. Not just from the 
fans, or management, or whoever. | need it from him, from my lover. Need to know that whatever | do in this 
world he loves. That's where I've been fucking up with the drinking, the drugs and the fucking around. They 
were short term measures, used to appease the screaming in my soul. But what | really need is what David 
feeds me, the way his eyes are looking at me now, they way they change, his face breaking into a grin as | 
raise my thumb. Just like he waits for that moment to find out that he hasn't fucked up and that | love what 


he's done, so | need it every day with him. 


Day 2920 to Day 2922 


Author's Notes: 
\'Asshole\" lyrics copyright of Denis Leary. 


DAY 2920 
Im an asshole. He's an asshole, what an asshole. 


Deris Leary's lyrics cycle through my head on a permanent loop. 


/ Ike football and porno and books about war. 

Ive got an average house with a nice hardwood floor. 
My wife and my job, my kids and my car. 

My feet on my fable and a Cuban cigar. 


But sometimes that just aint enough to keep a man like me interested 


He might be proud of being an asshole and, if | was Leary, then | might as well. But, right now, | don't want to 


be one, not when I'm around David. He doesn't deserve an asshole 
He's an asshole, what an asshole. 


David sleeps beside me, stretched out, hands beneath the pillow. He deserves better than having to put up 
with my shit day in, day out. He doesn’t deserve to be used as a punching bag for all the shit in my life. Its 
my shit, not his. | need David's approval all day, every day. Yet | know that if | force it on him, we're doomed. 
He'll be drained in weeks, and leaving me soon after. He needs me as much as | need him. Needs to know that | 


love him, and not have to force me to say it. | gotta get this sorted. Gotta get it under control. But how? 


wuwo 


DAY 2922 


Okay, lets try this "Not being an asshole and not wanting David's undivided attention" thing. Lets try and 
actually be a good partner, a good lover. Hell, let's try and be a good husband Because that's essentially what | 
am. David's been through a lot of his own shit recently, searching for what his soul needs, trying to heal the 
last of the wounds from seven years ago. He walked away from me and nearly got married. And why? Because 
| treat him like a woman, treat him like my fuck toy, treat him like he's nothing more than a piece of wood for 
me to scream at. | treat him like a housemaid, the silent person who cleans the house, washes my clothes, 


cooks my meals and makes sure that l'm at every appointment I've made. 


But he's not. He's a human with thoughts and feelings, someone | should be loving with all of my heart, not 
when he can give me something. Back when all of this started, | was his protector, there for him day and 
night. | watched over him, fought his battles and protected him from the world. | was the one he came to 
when he was wounded and hurting, looking for solace. He could so easily have gone home and left me high and 
dry. But he didn't. He came to me, let me hold him through the dark nights and painful days. He let me clean 
away the blood and slowly came to trust me again. And, in return, | tossed it back at him again and again, 
desperate to feed my own lusts. David was just.. there. And he'd always been there. Until he walked away, that 


is. In that moment he showed me what he really thought of me. 


So I'm going to try something and see how it works. He's out somewhere. I'm trying not to panic, trying not to 
get worked up. And I'm definitely not punching the walls pretending it's his face. l'm not going to get all fucking 
twisted over David going out. He's his own person and he needs his space, especially in the wake of the past 
few weeks. He doesn't need me acting like a child, tugging on his shirt because his back's turned to me. 


Somewhere in the house, | hear a door click open and shut. With my heart thudding, | get to my feet and pick 
up the bunch of white roses, holding them close to my chest. In the kitchen, dinner simmers away. Yeah, I've 


cooked. Might have had to get a stupidly easy cook book, but | can do it too. 


Footsteps squeak through the house and I'm beginning to feel more than a little nervous. | can feel my hands 


becoming slick with sweat, the cellophane of the flowers slipping against them. 
"Dave?" 
"In here!" My voice is hoarse but he still finds me. 


Standing in the doorway, David looks me up and down before walking in. Draping his jacket over the back of a 


chair, he cautiously steps up to me. 
"What's with the flowers?" 


It takes all of my strength to hold them out to him, the weight of what I'm going to ask him pulling at my 


limbs. For a moment, David studies them before taking them from me, his eyes looking in to mine. 
"Dave?" 


There's a lump in my throat but I've got to talk. "I know I've got to change," | manage to say. "I know l'm an 
asshole and I've treated you like shit. I've forgotten who you are and what you mean to me. You mean so 
much to me and you've given me so much. Yet I've just tossed straight into your face. Over the past few 
years I've lost sight of who | am. I've forgotten that I'm not just your band mate and your friend, I'm also, in 


essence, your husband." 


The word makes my heart do back flips and, looking at David, | see a small, warm smile on his face, eyes 


sparkling. Reaching out, he touches my face, gently stroking along my jaw and drawing me closer. 


I'm beginning to choke up but | carry on, "I've got to get back to who | am. Got to give you everything | have 
and not just be the perpetual fuck up. | know I'm an asshole and I've treated you like shit. I've forgotten who 

you are and what you mean to me. I'm a chauvinistic asshole who wanted someone to bend to my every will, 
to just be there for me, and me alone. But I'm seeing the light, David, | promise | am. I'm going to be a better 


person, and not just for you." 


His smile widens and he places the flowers back on the table. Sliding his arms around my neck, he gifts me 
with the gentlest of kisses. Kisses which | know will lead to more. | can't help but respond to him, my arms 
going around his waist and holding him tight, pulling him to my body. He feels so good beneath my fingers, so 
relaxed and happy, as though the weight of his world is finally lifting. | need to be more like him, following the 
[2 steps as religiously as he does, staying on the path. | need to provide for him, give him a house he wants to 
come home to instead of always wanting to run away from. Because its always the same; | clean up and 
everything's great for a while. Then | slip, looking for the approval from David and not receiving it because, like 
me, he's too stupidly busy. | need to learn to take time out, not just for my own health, but the health of our 
relationship. | have to remember what brought us together so solidly, that awful event seven years ago. An 
event which, while awful in nature, help solidify us. An event which took many, many years of healing. Now is 
the time to rediscover what it is which makes us us. Need to learn all about David again. 


Pulling away, | smile even though | can feel its strained. "David, | want you to make love to me." 
He stills in my arms, staring at me as though I've suddenly grown another head. "scuse me?" 


| want you to take me to bed and do as | do to you." | can feel my heart-rate begin to pick up again. | can't 


call it fucking because, with David, it's not. Its so much more. 

Hair falls in front of his eyes as he shakes his head. "You don't have to ask me to do that, Dave." 

"Why not?" Was he thinking about it already? 

"Because you don't have to give yourself like that to prove who you are. | can smell that you've been cooking, 
you've given me flowers, and you've just laid your heart on the line. You've proven yourself to me time and 


again" 


We stand, silent, together. My hands run up and down his back and he softly purrs. Rubbing his nose along my 
jaw, he presses soft kisses to my skin 


"Take me to bed," he murmurs. 
"Don't you wanna eat first?" 


His lips find the corner of my mouth and his breathing is becoming heavy. "Bed first” 


My arms slide around him, one in the small of his back, the other in the crook of his knees. As | lift him, he 


slides his arms around my neck, head snuggled against mine. Quietly, we head for the stairs. 


Day 2922 continued to Day 2923 


DAY 2922 continued 


| lie him on the bed, my heart in free fall as he looks up at me, a sultry smile on his face, eyes already 
darkening. Shutting the door, | stand and watch as he writhes, tangling the sheets around himself, clothes 
slowly disappearing. Nerves roll through me, tightening my chest and constricting my breathing. What if he 
takes me up on my offer? What if he spreads my legs and forces himself in? 


Give up, Dave. Give up. That's what you've got to do. You've got to hand everything over to him and trust him, 
just as he trusts you. 


"Dave?" 


My eyes snap down to him and | swear | sag against the wall, my tongue hanging out. David lies there, 
completely naked, hand slowly stroking his hardening cock. For me. It's all for me. 


"Are you going to join me?" 
Yes? No? Maybe? 


With shaking fingers, | tug at my clothes, moaning as they tangle around me. My shirt gets tied around my 


head. My breath increases and panic takes over. 


Then it's gone and cool, fresh air touches my lips. David stands before me, hands gently peeling my clothes 
away. He smiles softly and leans in to kiss me as he leads me to the bed. Lying beside me, he runs his fingers 
along my sides, over my ribs and hips and down my thighs. Wriggling closer, he draws me in to his arms and 
kisses me, hands sliding to my head and tangling in my hair. | feel my cock begin to stir and David purrs, 


pressing his erection to mine. The sensation makes me shiver and his hands hold me closer. 
He kisses me one more time before whispering, "What do you want to do?" 


| force my eyes open and look in to his. They're filled with so much love, so much care, that | want to 
alternate between crying and running. This man loves me so much and only wants the best for me. So much so 


that he's willing to give up what | offered him to make me happy. 
"Do it," | softly reply. "Make love to me, David. Show me what it's like. Show me what I've been missing.” 


David doesn't need any more encouragement, and he pushes me to the bed. Each movement, each touch, is so 
soft, so gentle, as though he fears he'll break me. His lips touch my skin in warm, wet kisses, tongue flicking 
over my nipples and making me moan. He goes lower, tracing my chest with his tongue until he reaches my 


belly button. Kissing it, he flicks his tongue in, and | chuckle. | hear him mirror me and | look down. 


David lies twisted around me, his chin resting on one of my hips. His hair is spread over my skin like waves of 
water. The smiles hasn't left his face and his eyes twinkle in the low light of the bedside lamp. One hand rubs 


circles on my stomach. "I love you." 
Reaching out, | ruffle his hair. "Love you too." 


For a moment, we look at each, taking in what each of us loves so much. | can't believe | still have him. After 


so much, he chose to stay by my side. l'm the luckiest fucker on the face of the planet. 


He nuzzles my hip, his lips finding it and pattering it with kisses. Then he moves again, his lips first finding the 
join of my hip, before kissing my balls. His tongue slides along the length of my cock, lips closing over the head 
and noisily sucking. | want to grab his hair and shove my cock down his throat. Resisting is tough and, when he 
moves to kiss the soft inner flesh of my thighs, I'm relieved. 


Cautiously he pushes my legs apart and thats when it hits me. 


"Junior, no." Instinctively my legs pull up, one foot pushing him away. Fuck, it's ages since | called him Junior. 
For so long he's been David. Its the fans and media who call him by his nickname. And it stuns him because he 
stops and looks up at me, blatantly perplexed. 


| shiver beneath his gaze, knowing that I've broken the moment. His hand returns to my stomach, and he 


murmurs a "Relax". 
"Please don't hurt me," | hear myself whimper. To me, | sound stupid but, to David, it obviously hits a nerve. 


Scooting back up the bed, he clasps my face and kisses me hard. His tongue traces my lips before he fucks 
my mouth. When he pulls away, his eyes are dilated, his breathing heavy. 


lll never hurt you, Dave. Never. Not in this lifetime, and not in any other." 


That's what | need to hear. Need to know that he'll never wrong me. Slowly | begin to relax and, all over again, 
David makes his way back down the bed. Spreading my legs, he kisses my cock and rolls my balls with his 
Tongue, the wonderful sensations driving me crazy. | feel ready to explode when his mouth presses to my 


tender opening. My hands finally dive into his hair, holding him close as he licks and stretches my hole. 


He works gently at me, tongue and fingers preparing me. My cock aches against my stomach, desperate for 


release, all feelings of fear slowly replaced with the burning need of desire. 


When he breaches me, | flinch and groan, the pain burning through me. David pauses, one hand on my chest, 
whispering quiet words of encouragement. | know that beyond the pain is something far better, far sweeter. 
Slowly, carefully, he eases himself in, his cock stretching me. It feels as though I'm being split in two but | 
don't want to stop him. 


His lips find mine once more, hips beginning to rock as he gently thrusts. | can tell he doesn't want to hurt me 
and l'm wondering if I've pressured him in to it. But his words roll through my mind, the words from that 


fateful time when he was going to run away and get married. 
Because | wanted to look affer and care for someone. 


And he is, right now, showing me how much he loves and cares for me in the only fucking way I'll never know. 


Tears begin to sting my eyes and David must have seen, because he stops, cock buried deep inside of me. 
"Dave?" 

Closing my eyes, | shake my head. A hand strokes along my cheek, turning me to face him. 

"Am | hurting you?" 

Again | shake my head. 

"Then what's wrong?" His voice is so soft, so loving. 


| don't answer him. Instead, | push my arms under his and wrap them around his back, pulling him down to me. 


| do what David does so often to me and completely and utterly surrender myself to him. 


He takes the hint and begins to thrust, hitting the sweet spot which makes me shudder. Lips find mine and 
hands slide beneath my shoulders, holding and supporting me. | move with him, finally relaxing to the pace he's 
set. | don't want him to show me any mercy, want him to punish me for the years of pain I've put him 


through. Instead, he loves me as he always has done, never giving up. 


When | come, it feels as though the world's stopped. Stars burst behind my eyes and, somewhere, | hear my 
voice howl my lover's name. | feel my ass spasm around David and, a second later, he kisses me, his warmth 


spreading through me. 


nnNANNs 


DAY 2923 


In the darkness, | stare at David. He has his back to me and l'm spooned around him. He sleeps peacefully and | 


think back to what we did 


Three times he took me. Three times he buried himself deep inside of me and called my name as he came. How 
long have | denied him his right as a man? Have | pushed him away in the past when the only thing he's 
wanted to do is take me? How many times have | denied him the right to be a man, to look after and care for 


someone? 


| fucking smothered him after the attack. He wasn't allowed to do anything or see anyone. | was there, by his 


shoulder, snarling at anyone who wanted a piece of him. Just like some jock would do to protect their girlfriend. 


Can | do it again? Can | spread out for him more often than just tonight? Or am | going to deny him that as 


well? 


What | need to do is submit and surrender, to learn what makes us tick. To sit back and watch, to find out 
what lies beneath David's skin. I'm the man of the house but | need to earn that title. And if I'm going to then | 


need to look to my lover for inspiration 


Day 2924 to Day 2936 


Author's Notes: 
For Day Misty Day. :) 


I\'ve been asked to update this and, damn, the muses seem to have bitten with another storyline for it. Enjoy! 


DAY 2924 


Breakfast is eaten in silence, David barely looking at me as he prepares it. When | go to help him, he just 
pushes me away, hair hiding his face as he cuts fruit and prepares coffee. It makes the hackles on my neck 
rise; something's wrong and, like a flash, he's gone back in to himself. He wolfs down his food, slams the empty 
bowl in the dishwasher and disappears in to the office, the door kicked shut in his wake. 


It takes me another long, twenty minutes to finish my own breakfast, the bowl being deposited into the sink. 
Walking through the house, | stare at the closed office door. Leaning against the wall, | press my ear to it and 
try to listen 


Nothing. 

Instantly my heart's racing, memories of the previous years rolling through my head. I've left him for longer 
than normal and the thought of him lying beyond the door with blood streaming from his body is too much. 
Grabbing the handle, | open the door and walk in. 

He's sitting at the desk, a pen silently tapping against a blank pad of paper. There's nothing on it, the pad in 
exactly the same place as | left it last night. He's not even turned on his computer, something he normally 
does while he's making breakfast. He just stares at the pen flicking back and forth, a steady, unending rhythm. 
| try not to think, try not to talk. Try to let him get to whatever conclusion he's looking for. Try to remember 
all he's said to me about being calm and patient and not forcing him to talk. Try to remember my own promise 
that l'm not going to chase his undivided attention 

Finally, as always, | snap. "Whatca thinkin’ about?" | softly ask 

His eyes don't leave the pad. "Last night" 


Slumping into the couch across from his desk, | rest my elbows on my knees and look at him. Still he doesn't 


look at me. "What about last night?" 


He's quiet for a moment before replying. "Just felt strange, that's all." 


"Yeah, | bet it did" | swallow around the lump which is forming in my throat. "Would you do it again?" 
Tap. Tap. Tap. "Make love to you?" 
"Yeah." 


The pen pauses in midair and | see him take a deep breath. He uncaps the pen and begins to write something 


on the pad. "Yeah, probably. | enjoyed it, don't get me wrong. It just.” 


There's a strange feeling in the air, one which feels like pain and regret. It clenches my chest and | want to get 


up and wrap my arms around him. 

"Just what?" | softly ask. 

"It just reminded me of then" 

| can only imagine what's going through his mind. Can only imagine what he's seeing. 

"| really enjoyed it," | murmur. 

From beneath his hair, | see a ghost of a smile on his lips. "Yeah?" 

"Yeah. | really enjoyed it. You made me feel great. No one's ever made me feel like that before." 


I'm not lying either. No one has made me feel as loved and wanted as David. No one night stand or fuck buddy 
has ever gotten under my skin like David has. Not even Het has managed what he has. 


| can see his smile widen, the pen still moving across the paper. 
"Wanna do it again?" | ask. 

"Perhaps," he murmurs. 

‘lm not gonna force you or anything." 

The pen pauses. "I know." 


| shuffle forward on the couch, trying to peer up in to his face. "You know when you, well you know, hurt me, 


in bed. Does that bring back memories?" 


The pen stops and he drops it to the desk. Resting an elbow on the table, he cups his chin in his hand and 
stares at his handiwork. "No, not really. | find it.. | find it helps. | know I'm not really hurting you. Well, | am. But 


you enjoy it, don't you?" 
"Yeah, | really enjoy it.” 


"Okay, that's good," he mutters. He clears his throat. "Well, it's like it's helping me clean myself. Like hurting 
you is like taking it out on him. | try not to hurt you too much because if | did you wouldn't be here any 


more. Try and control myself. You don't mind, do you?" 
"You making me bleed?" | ask. 
"Yeah." 


"No, | don't mind at all. Like | told you, | enjoy it. It" | sigh. "It cleanses my soul of my demons. Help chases 
them away. It's like a fire ritual, where you burn everything, every last piece of what you were. And if it's 


helping me stay clean, then what harm's it doing?" 
David finally looks up at me, the smile still on his lips. "Glad it helps you as well” 
"Yeah, it helps me." | nod at the desk. "Anything interesting?" 


He picks it up and hands it to me. Amid the squiggles and doodles are the words HI never stop loving you. Not 


now, not ever. 


Getting up, | toss the pad back to the desk, wrap my arms around him and bury my nose in his hair. Finally, it 
finally looks as though we're getting to a point where we understand each other. Taken us a long fucking time, 


but we're nearly there. 


wun 


DAY 2%36 


Raising an eyebrow, | flick through the stack of books on David's bedside table. All of them are books on BDSM, 
sate practices, what to do, what not to do, how to reassure the submissive that you love them, safe words, 


rope play. Everything and anything you can imagine. Shit, he's taking stuff seriously. 


But it's nothing short of what I'd expect from him. Like he said, he doesn't want to hurt me, yet | want him to. 
Want him to make me bleed. It feeds that side of me which needs it. It calms down the demons and the 
chattering in my head. It stops me from getting itchy feet and needing to go and shoot up, get drunk, or find 
another fuck. And if it's going to keep me on the straight and narrow then it can only be a good thing. 


I'm half expecting to find plans to turn one of our rooms into an SM room. Yep, there it is. Scrawled on a 
piece of paper and trapped between a couple of the books. The idea makes my cock twitch and | try to force 
the thoughts down. It's something | could really get used. Come home frustrated? Get my ass whipped. 


Management pissing me off? Have David fuck my mouth. Metallica making my life a misery? Let David fuck me 


till | bleed. 
"Whatca doin'?" 


| jump and drop the books back to the table. He's standing behind me, leaning against the doorframe, arms 


folded and a grin on his face. 

"Taking a look at your new books, that's all.” 

Like what you see?" There's a glint in his eyes, lips curling in to a sneer. 

Damn, fucking damn. | love him when he's like this, when he gets all assertive. 

| swallow around the lump in my throat. "Yeah, | like what | see." 

"Good" He nods towards the paper in my hand. “cause we're going to turn one of the rooms into that.” 

| can feel my breath becoming shallow, quickening as it does. "What about when we're, you know, on tour?" 


He snickers and | feel the blush rise to my skin "Oh, they'll be ways and means, don't you worry about it," he 
replies. "And don't worry, I'll be very discreet about it. We'll get you a ball gag so no one can hear you." 


My body goes limp and | sag against the wall. | don't know where this is coming from but I'm loving it. Loving 
every moment of it. It seems as though David has chased away his old self, letting it die, and allowing himself 
to heal in any way possible. And l'm going to let him. Not because | enjoy it, but because | love seeing him like 


this. 


Day 2918 to Day 2919 


DAY 2918 


Standing in the doorway, | admire David's handiwork | can't deny it; he's done a fucking awesome job of turning 


one of the unused rooms into something useful, and fun. 


The walls have been stripped bare. Where there were once shelves lined with junk, there's now dark wood 
paneling on the lower half. The upper half has been covered with black and red striped wallpaper. It actually 
looks quite classy, completely different to the completely black walls | thought he'd install. Shelves have 
returned to one wall, dark to match the paneling. Stepping in to the room, | take a closer look, inspecting the 
variety of floggers, leather belts, cuffs, collars, and aftercare products. Beside the shelves hang an assortment 
of canes. | feel my skin flush red just looking at them, imaging what they'll feel like against my flesh. 


Chains dangle from specially reenforced beams and, around them, are several other items; a padded saw horse, 
a wide bench, and some kind of bench. It has padded areas, which | assume is where the body lies. An X shaped 
frame leans against one wall. All have cuffs dangling from them, ready and waiting. 

A cough pulls me to my senses and | turn to see David grinning at me, arms folded across his chest. "So?" 
Suddenly | find that | can't speak, my body robbed of my voice. He walks towards me, the grin widening, eyes 
sparkling. Slowly he draws a finger down my cheek, bass hardened nail lightly plucking at my skin. The 
movement makes me shudder. 

"What do you think, Dave?" He draws out my name. 

What do | think? Clearing my throat, | look ingot his eyes, searching his soul. ls this him completely healed? Has 
he finally chased away the demons that have haunted him for the last eight years. What does it feel like to be 
finally free of them? 

"I think it's great," | manage to reply. "You've done a good job." 


He chuckles. "When do | ever do a bad job?" he purrs. 


He's right. | can't remember the last time he ever fucked up. Well, except for that time he nearly got married, 
but that was more my fault than his. 


"Want to try it out?" He raises an eyebrow and | return my attention to the modified room. Yeah, | want to 


try it out. Just not yet. 


Taking his hand, | lead him from the room, trying to ignore his look of disappointment. "Yeah, | want to try it 
out. Really want to. But | think we need to talk more." 


His hand closes around mine, strong fingers reassuring me. "I know," he murmurs. "Shouldn't rush in to things." 


Damn, | hate it when his voice goes like that. It mirrors exactly how he feels and, right now, | know he feels let 
down and dejected, as though he's been kicked away. | know that, inside, he feels as though he's suddenly 
become useless and unwanted, and that his insecurities will be rearing their heads. He wants to dive into this 
new side of our relationship and | don't blame him because | want to do the same. But first | just want to do 


something | don't do very often and that's to sit and talk 


Leading him into the lounge, | crash onto the couch and pull him into my lap. For a moment he fidgets, trying 
to get away, and | can see the pain written on his face. But | hold on, refusing to let go, holding him gently, 
letting him know that him know that he's wanted. Finally he calms down and | cradle him close, my hands 
resting in the small of his back, my nose pressed to his. 


| could sit like this forever, just staring in to his eyes. They say the eyes are the windows to the soul and, 
with David, its so true. Right now they swim with emotion and | can see him fighting it back. He's found 


something we can share and it probably feels like I've thrown it all back in his face. 


"| love you," | whisper. "Love you so much that I'll never truly be able to describe how | feel. | can't wait to 
explore all of this with you. But | just want to understand a few things." 


He stares at me, his eyes searching mine. Eventually he nods. 
"How do you feel? Inside, | mean. Is this you fully healed?" 


David shrugs and averts his eyes. "I don't know. Its hard to describe. | mean, how do you describe the healing 


process? It doesn't happen overnight and sometimes these moments can come and bite you in the ass." 


My heart wrenches and | tighten my grip on him, nestling him close. He says and lays his head on my shoulder, 


arms sliding around me. 


"| don't want to say that I'll always have issues," he quietly continues. "But, at the same time, | don't want to 
get your hopes up that one day I'll be perfect" 


Fuck.. Sliding my hands along his spine, | kiss his cheek. "You'll always be perfect to me, David. | wouldn't have 
you any other way." 


He chuckles with that deep, husky sound, warm breath touching my cheek. "Anything else about the future 


worrying you?" he asks. 


My mind flicks to the newly converted room. I'm not worried about, not in the slightest. In fact, l'm looking 
forward to going in there. "Safe words," | say. "What's your thoughts and opinions?" 


David's lips touch my throat, one hand sliding to the back of neck. "It's your call. If you think you can cope 
without one, that's up to you. But | think you should, just in case we cross a line which makes you 


uncomfortable. There's not a chance in hell | want to send you to some of the places I've been to." 


And | can understand where he's coming from. There's dark periods in all of our lives and David's coped better 
with his than many others would. 


wun 


DAY 2919 


We talked late in to the night, discussing everything David had read about. His earnestness excited me, his 
eagerness to help me as well as himself was inspiring. We eventually settled on the safe words of red, yellow, 
and green. They'd been suggested by one of his manuals as a way of letting the dominant partner know exactly 


how the other was feeling. Seemed okay by me, and | was ready to rock. 


But, before we did, | decided to take a drive out. David gave me a raised eyebrow but | was quick to reassure 
him that | wasn't going anywhere to hurt myself. No drugs, no booze, no fighting. Nothing. | just wanted some 
out time. 


Which is why I'm now sitting in the bookstore with a pile of various self help and therapy books. | want to get 
into David's mind, find out exactly what it's like to be him. There's so much information, so many opinions, yet 
all of them finally seem to go in the same direction in that someone who's been attacked may well have 
flashbacks throughout their life, no matter how well they've healed. They may go back and repeat certain 
behaviours or thought patterns. They may act out, retreat into themselves, or completely cut themselves off 


from their loved ones. 


Eventually, and with a pounding head, | select one of the books. It's written for someone who lives with partner 
who's been attacked, providing advice on what to do if something does. | can't think of a better one to have 
with me because, shit, | love David. Love him to the ends of the earth and there's no way | want him to 


suffer alone. Some may say that he's already healed, that he's left all that shit in the past. 


But they don't see what | see. They don't see what lurks beneath the surface. They don't see the flight or 
fight reaction when something catches him off guard. They don't see the reoccurring pain All they see is the 
happy, smiling bass player for Megadeth. 


Sometimes | wish they could see what goes on. Sometimes | wish they could share this pain with us. But that's 
not up to me. That's David's call, and if he wants to remain silent then that's his choice. Never will | press him 


to do anything he doesn't want to do. 


Day 2999 


DAY 2999 
It happened sometime over breakfast. 
"Go to your room, take off your clothes, and wait for me. Hl come and get you when Im ready." 


Which is where | am, sitting on the edge of the bed and staring at my naked feet. My skin crawls a little and 
my heart pounds. | can't decide if it's excitement, nerves, or a mix of both. Glancing at the clock, | realise I've 
been waiting for the best part of an hour. | don't like being kept waiting, something David knows all too well, and 
| suspect that this is part of our new relationship. 


| watch the second hand, listening to the click of the clock, waiting, waiting, waiting. | feel the irritation begin to 
rise, prickling beneath my skin. My hands inadvertently ball into fists, nail scratching my palms. 


A gentle cough catches my attention. 


David stands in the doorway and | feel my jaw hit the floor. Black leather trousers look as though they're 
painted to his legs, catching every curve of the strength beneath his skin. He doesn't wear a shirt, and his hair 
is braided neatly down his back. A strip of leather dangles from one hand, a silver buckle glittering in the 
morning light. 


Stepping in to the room, a small smile breaks his face, telling me that it's okay to relax. 
"Kneel." 


Completely under his spell, | do as l'm told, sliding to my knees and looking up at him. He offers out the collar 
and | take it from him, turning it over in my hands. The leather is warm and, on one side, is a small metal 
plate. My name is engraved on to it. Taking a deep breath, | wrap it around my neck, locking the buckle beneath 


my hair. 


David crouches before me, the serene look still on his face. He strokes my cheek and gives me the tiniest of 


kisses. "Thank you.” 


He straightens up and gestures for me to stand. | do, following him from the room and along the hallway. My 

heart still hammers and | can feel sweat beginning to bead along my neck, the nerves rearing their head. | can't 
believe how far I've come, how far I've submitted. | keep telling myself its for my own good but, as it's always 
been, I'm reluctant to give up the power | have. | don't like being out of control. Don't like knowing that someone 


else wields a hold over me. Right now | feel like l'm being led to my death. 


"David." 


He stops and looks at me, concern furrowing his brow. 
"You okay?" 


My vision swims and | lean against the wall, drawing in deep, rattling breaths. Wiping the sweat from my face, | 
manage to focus on him. "Yeah, I'll be okay. But-" 


Standing beside me, he places a hand on my arm, his voice soft. "But, what?" 
"Just having trouble" My voice stalls and my throat feels like sandpaper. 
‘Its alright, Dave. Take your time. Not gonna push you into anything." 


| nod, knowing that he'd say that. | want to do this. Despite my previous excitement, it's just going to take a 
little more time for me to step through the door. 


"Is there anything | can do to help?" he asks. 


My body feels heavy but | lift an arm and wrap it around his waist. His skin feels so nice next to mine, smooth 


and warm. "Not yet," | mumble. "Just havin’ trouble giving up the power." 
Fuck knows where that came from! Never have | admitted it, especially to David. 


David nods, strays strands of hair falling in front of his eyes. "Understandable. And we don't have to do this 
Today." 


| swallow around the lump which is forming in my throat. "I know, but | want to. Want to do this." 

"I know." His hand strokes soothingly along my arm, reassuring me. 

| remain where | am, staring at the floor and breathing heavily. My stomach churns and | lift a hand to my 
throat, my fingers touching the collar. It feels as though it's tightening, choking me, and | push my fingers 
between the leather and my skin, trying to loosen it. David's fingers wrap around mine and | look up at him. 
"We can take this off if itll make you feel better?" 


| shake my head. "No. It's all or nothing." 


"And thats how it's always been with you." He chuckles, and | know that everything he says is meant in love. 


"Do you want to go back to your room?" 


Again, | shake my head. "Stay here." 


‘cause if | do go back, I'll lock myself in there and never come out. I'm doing this not just for myself, but also 
for David and | don't want to disappoint. Don't want to see the hurt and pain in his eyes again. Want to make 
him happy. 


We finally make it and | stand within the four walls of the room, taking deep, even breaths to steady my 
nerves. Standing close, David rubs a hand down my back, speaking gently, "| want you to bend over the bench. 
l'm going to cuff you to it, fetch a cane and give you ten. l'm not going to gag you, not today, because | know 


how much courage it's taken for you to just come in here." 


| do as he says, stretching my body along the padded surface. Kneeling beside me, he smiles and strokes my 
hair. "You okay?" 


| nod and return my gaze to the floor. A fleece lined cuff is locked around my left wrist and | give it an 
experimental tug. David moves to my right side, again touching my head and asking me if l'm alright. When | 
give him the nod, he wraps a cuff around my right wrist. 

He continues with my legs, touching my lower back and asking how I'm feeling. He waits until | give him the 
okay and | feel my body warming. He really does care. This isn't a quick flit with an idea for him. This has been 
carefully researched and thought through. He's spent time pondering how to make me feel at ease. Anyone else 
would have just tossed my ass in here, chained me up, and beaten me til | bled Not David. 

Finally he steps away, his hand sweeping along my back one last time. Tugging at the cuffs | realise that I'm 
completely immobile. My heart-rate rises again, sweat once more prickling my skin. He obviously notices 
because he's back beside my head, kneeling down, eyes filled with concern. 

"Are you okay?" 

| nod quickly before returning my eyes to the floor. "Fine. Just fine.” 

His fingers press to my throat, finding the pulse point, my skin throbbing against the rough pads of his fingers. 
"You're okay. But any more and we're stopping. Don't need you panicking or anything like that" 

Again, | nod. 

"You know what to say if you want to stop?" he continues. 


"Red," | manage to say. 


"Good" He strokes my hair, tucking it behind my ears. His forehead is furrowed and | know he wants to 


continuing asking if I'm okay. 


With one final sweep of his hand, he stands and | hear him walk across the room. Yet even if | strain my neck 


| can't see him. 

‘lm going to give you ten with a cane. Any questions?" 
My throat feels dry but | still manage to reply, "No, Sir." 
"Good." 


Something draws down my back, a narrow point tracing my spine and making me shiver. My attention is 


focused on that one point as it moves over my ass and to my thighs. 
"Do you feel that?" he asks. 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Do you like it?" 


My head's suddenly swimming again but this time it's from what's to come rather than the loss of power. 
"Yes, Sir." 


"When | ask you a question, | expect more than ‘yes’ or ‘no’. Do you understand?" 

God, he's making this good. "Yes, Sir. | understand" 

"How much do you like it?" 

"A lot, Sir, | like it a lot” | cant wait to taste it against my skin Can't wait to feel the pain burn through me. 


The end of the cane leaves me only to gently tap my buttocks. | groan, it's not enough. | need it harder and 
faster. Need to feel the blood rushing to my skin 


"How does that feel?" he asks. 
"Good. But it's not enough, Sir." 
"And how much do you want?" 


| can feel the sweat beading along my forehead, my hair sticking to my face. Already I'm trembling, the 


anticipation almost too much to bare. 


"More, Sir," | beg. "I want it harder, Sir. Want you to hurt me." 


"Do you now?" 
| squeeze my eyes shut, my hands wrapping around the legs of the bench. *Please, Sir" 
"And if | were to walk out of here and leave you" 

My body tightens and | gag, trying to pull myself up. "Please dont, Sir. Please stay" 


Where are these words coming from? They sound nothing like me, Dave Mustaine, professional hell riser. | 
sound like some desperate dude who's about to get his first fucking. 


| hear David retreat and my head snaps up, trying to see him. "David!" 


The footsteps stop and | hear a snicker, a sound which makes me shiver. Its a sound | know all too well, one he 


uses when he means business. 

"What did you call me?" he asks. 

"Nothing," | whine. 

| hear him return and the cane once more traces the rise and fall of my ass before slipping over my thighs. 
Its moves between my slightly spread legs, tickling against my balls. Groaning, | let my head fall forward, hair 
sweeping the floor. 


"What. Did. You. Call. Me?" he quietly demands. 


The cane nudges my balls, and | grit my teeth. Against the smooth padding of the bench, | can feel my trapped 


cock trying to harden. I'm going to be a mess whenever he chooses to let me up. 

"Nothing." 

The cane disappears and, with it, | hear David's feet retreating again | can't stand it any more. He's not going 
to beat me unless | confess. I'd been hoping for that if | didn't confess then he'd beat me. But he knows how to 
play this game a hell of a lot better than | do. 


"David, Sir," | mutter. "I called you David" 


His voice comes from somewhere near the door. "Not in this room l'm not. l'm either Sir or Master. Do you 


understand?" 
| lick my drying lips, my breath becoming heavy. "Yes, Sir, | understand." 


"Good" 


Silence falls over us and | can't hear him moving. | wonder what's going through his head. Is he looking at me? 
Admiring his handiwork? Is he wondering how | came to the conclusion that | wanted him to hit me? Is he 
enjoying the moment? Or is he scared? 

The pain is excruciating, burning through me in a red hot blaze. | don't get time to think, nor to speak before 
he does it again, the cane cracking against my skin. He gives me two before stopping and | fall limp against the 
bench, my body aching from the effort of breathing. But, damn, it feels good. The pain rushes through me, 
lighting a trillion nerves and firing my brain. Something in my soul howls and subsides. 

Slowly the pain fades, becoming a pleasurable ebb. An ebb which winds its way to my groin 

"How did that feel?" he asks. 

"Good," | pant. "It felt good, Sir." 

"Do you want more?" 

"Please, Sir." 


"Awww," he coos, "just like Oliver." He mimics me, "Please, Sir, can | have some more?" 


| feel my cheeks turn the same colour as my ass but | don't have time to think as two more stinging blows 


are laid against my skin. This time | howl, my body tensing. Fuck, fuck, it feels good. 
"How many's that?" 

"Four," | pant. "That was four, Sir." 

"Would you like another six?" 


Can | handle it? Can | take more? Of course | can! m Dave fuckin’ Mustaine. David can beat me all day long and 


I'll still be able to take it. 
"Please, Sir. Give me the final six." 


David doesn't disappoint, the cane whistling through the air and biting in to my skin. Some fall against previous 
lashes, the pain doubling up, while others fall against the tops of my thighs. | discover | like it straight on to 
my ass, the pain rich and bloody. | grit my teeth, groaning at each hit, the demons screaming through me, 
their demands fulfilled. | need the pain Need it to wash everything away. Without it, I'll go and find the pain for 
myself. I'll go and shoot up, drink, fuck anything which moves, and fight anything with a pulse. Not now. Now | 


can find it at home, with someone | love. Someone who's willing to help me. 


Something wet and cool is spread over my ass, soothing the pain. | sigh happily at the gel, and the fingers 
which work it in. It adds another dimension to what l'm feeling, heightens the pain before reducing it to that 
beautiful ebb | love. 


The cuffs are undone and he tells me to kneel, his hands supporting me as he guides me to the floor. For a 
moment, | pant, eyes still on the floor, hair hanging around my face. Already my cock is hard against my 


stomach, demanding release, and | slide a hand towards it 

"Ah, nol" Fingers grab my wrist and pull my hand away. "You're not coming until | tell you to." 
| look up at David, my face twisted with terror. "Please" 

He shakes his head, face deadly serious, fingers still tighten around me. ‘No, Not until | say. 


| thought the scene ended the second he released me. Obviously not. How far was he going to take this? Would 
| have to wear my collar out and about? Surely not. Did David have other ideas? 


Letting me go, he moved to the shelves, giving me enough time to grip my cock and roughly stroke it several 
times. Suddenly my hand was yanked away and behind me, a cool bracelet of metal locked around it. Before | 
had time to react, the other quickly joined it, my hands chained behind me. Distraught, | looked at David. 


He just grinned. "Not until | tell you so. And if | have to teach you how to practice restraint then so be it” 


Chuckling softly, he plucks at the laces which hold his leather trousers closed. | can see the not inconsiderable 
bulge inside and | feel my mouth water as he eases them to the top of his thighs, his hard cock bouncing free. 
Wrapping his hand around the base, he offers it to me. 


"Suck it," he softly demands. 


Fuck, if that doesn't make a man want to come, | don't know what does. Having David stand over me, leather 
trousers clutching his legs and his cock out, is divine. Being collared and cuffed only makes it even more 


exquisite. 


| do as I'm told, eagerly wrapping my mouth around his erection. He groans, yet stands firm, one hand wrapping 
in to my hair. His cock throbs against my tongue, silky smooth and hard. Pre-come slips down my throat and | 
suck him deep in to my mouth. His fingers tighten in my hair, pulling on my hair until my nose is crushed 
against his musky tangle of pubic hair. | inhale his scent, letting it ride over me, wanting to remember every 
tiny thing about him. Using every trick | have, its only a matter of minutes before he grunts and comes, thick 
come pulsing down my throat. Eagerly | suck him dry, savouring everything he has to offer. 


Pulling away, he smiles down at me. "Good" 


Pleadingly | look at him, my head cocked to one side. "My turn now, Sir?" 


Chuckling, he shakes his head and pulls his trousers up. Relacing them, he reaches behind himself and unclips 
something. I'd heard the jangle of something coming from his belt loops but had assumed it was keys. 


It's not. Instead, a long, chain leash hangs from his fingers. | look between it and him, taking in the sparkle in his 
eyes. 


"How are you feeling?" he asks. 


| roll my shoulders and rotate my wrists. My cock aches, pre-come damp against my stomach. | ache, but l'm 


not giving up. Not going to crack just so | can go and jerk off. 

"Green," | say, using the word which signals that I'm still okay with what we're doing. 

He grins. "Good." 

Clipping the leash to me, he tugs me to my feet. | willingly go as he begins to lead me through the house. 
There may still be the opportunity to turn back, but | don't want to. | want to see how far, and how deep this 


rabbit hole goes. 


That, and | really, really do love seeing David's ass in those trousers. 


